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PREFACE 



The following brief sketch of the life and pro- 
ductions of the Ettrigk Shepherd, is the first 
which has yel appeared fh>m the pen of any 
Amefican writer. 

The mformation is derived from the ShepMerd^i^ ^ ^ 

o^ilTi narratives given at various times to the 
public, and from those periodical publicationcr p 

which have occasionally noticed flie career of this ^ 

remarkable maiv' • 
A carefiA examination of alUhe outt^m^iplhir ^ 

, in reach has been made, for the purpose ot 
correction, wherever it became necessary. It 
was deemed advisable to prefix this sketch to the 
Familiar Anecdotes, in order to give both a just 
idea of the author, and of the value of the 

: Anecdotes themselves. 

"^The writer of the Waverley Novels occupies a 

vast |pace*in the literature of his country. Upon 

a fiel4*4PP&]^ently forgotten and unappreciated, he 

raisedi Vke the fairy structure of Abbotsford, 
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VI PRSFACE. 

though far more las^^ a monument of his ge- 
nius, taste, and industry. 

The Shepherd was his admirer and his friend. 
Still, however, his keen vision appears to have ex* 
tended beyond the atmosphere which the world 
flung around its idol 

It is believed that the character of Sir Wai/ter 
Scott could not be perfectly appreciated, much 
as it has been studied and described, if something 
of the nature of these Anecdoteb were not to 
appear. How they came to be first offered to the 
American public will be seen in the ^Uowiiig 
pages. 

1^ publishers have made a very liberal ar* 
tmngemeni with the Editor, by which, if the work 
proves successful, something substantial may be 
realised for the benefit of the Shepherd. 

We regret to say, that after all his industry and 
talent have achieved, adversity has been his chief 
companion. His cheerfulness, however, continues 
unabated, and it may be truly said of him, 

"llumg^ fortune's malice overthrows his state. 
His nuDd exceeds the compags of her wheel." 
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S HE P H E R D'S LIFE. 



Those parsons who, by the force of genuM, 
have overcome the difficulties attending a 
humbU origin, or hav^ risen above the disad^'' 
vantage of a defective education, have ever 
been very properly considered extraordinary 
characters. 

Mankind pay homage to those who soar 
above the mass, whether in a natural state of 
society or among civilized communities. In 
the former, unrestrained by those codes of jaw 
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10 SKETCH OF THB 

the favorite object of individual philanthropji 
is to &cilitate their progress. 

But where all are provided out of the same 
atmory, the contest for victoiy becomes more 
aiiduaus.f In a crowd of equally matched 
combatants, it is the more difficult to o1> 
tain succeas. 

Among savages, personal bravery and do* 
quence are qualities in which there is power. 
These draw every thing else within the grasp 
of the possessor. 

In civilized life, competition is extended 
throughout countless varieties of forms, and 
at a certain grade of talent and attainment, 
there is a point above which very few ascend. 
There are Uiousands of chemists, natural- 
ists, poets, and lawyers, who are all well in- 
formed, intelligent, and respectable in their 
professions. 
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shepherd's live. 11 

Through this crowd, the ambitious must 
pass to reach the distant goal, and he who 
seeks distinction must leave this crowd be- 
hind. The determination is the character- 
istic of genius, but the assistance of the mass 
is not easily won to (he support of those, 
who, in striving to ascend, and b]r that very 
efibrt, discover fheif' indisposition to linger 
timong the million. The fiist* feeling of the 
l^ass is to doubt the abilities, and certainly 
the success of their late companion ; and if 
the rise of the individual is retarded by the 
pressure of poverty, the impediments to his 
progress are generally ineroonountable. 

The son of genius experiences the truth 
of these remarks, and it is at th6 very outset 
of his career, that the circumstances which 
make success so difficult in modem times, 
present thenaselves in array before Iubl — 
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When bis heaxt is most susceptible, and bis 
sensibilities are most lively, these seem to 
press hardest upon him. It is a crisis 

" Which makes him or undoes him quite." 

But this very difficulty of success in civil- 
ized life, v^bere learning and education are 
mofe equally diffused, felt a^ it is by the aspi- 
rant for feme in all its force, only makes sue- 
cess more glorious. If indifference or enmi- 
ty, or ill-natured criticism has caused the 
diaXh of such men as Montesquieu, they have 
-cSsf^ roused the energies of such as Byron. 

■ 

Those persons who are curious in their 

speculations upon this subject, will do well 

to consult the entertaining and instruc- 

j tive works of D'Israeli, and the recent produc- 

^^^ tion of Dr. Madden ; who, however, has drawn 

largely, for the interest he has imparted to his 
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8tt£PH£RD's LIFE. M| 

own opinions, upon those of the former gen- 
tleman. 

To come back to the purpose of this Sketch, 
from which we were naturally led by the recol* 
lection of the difficulties attending the career of 
eminent persons, we cannot but think the au- 
thor of the Familiar Anecdotes in all respects, 
one of the most remarkable men of the day. 
BRs career is too singular, his triumph too 
admirable, to be passed over without comment* 

There is a propriety in making his charac- 
ter known, when we see with what care " the 
pursuit of knowledge under difficultieiBk'j. has 
recently been illustrated. Every devek)pe- 
ment of the resourced of the hiiman intellect is 
useful, and the weak l^nd and fainting spirit 
will be strengthened by the recital of the con- 
duct of those who have vanquished poverty and 

ignorance, indifference, criticism, and enmity. 

2 
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14 SKETCH or fsni 

tn this spirit we have undertaken the Life 
of James Hogg, happier in being able to pour- 
tray the lineaments of a Uving character, 
tlian in being obliged to recal the outlines 
of a lamented friend. 

He has met with many sad reverses since 
he emancipated himself from the ignorance of 
infancy, but his indomitable courage, and his 
frank and manly bearing, have secured for 
him the respect of literary men in every coun- 
try. His reputation as a poet and romance 
writer is established, and we trust that the 
second Bums may yet feel the security of his 
positbn, far, far removed from the influence 
of undeserved misfortunes, or the treachery of 
pretended friends. Our readers will be aston- 
ished to learn the lowness of the condition 
from which he has so honourably elevated 
himself. Few among the illustrious great 



ever rose from so humUe a begianing. Even 
our own FrankUn, with but ^, penny roll for 
his break&st, had the greatest possible advan- 
tage in his career, over this poor lad wander- 
ing almost naked on the bleak hills of Ettrick. 
No wonder the poet has declared that he 
likes "to write about himself." — He must 
feel an honest pride in having passed safely 
over that season of youthM suffering and 
hapless ignorance, to become the boast of Scot- 
land. If Sir Wadter Scott has elaborately 
traced the efforts of his own mind in its 
splendid developement, the Ettrick Shepherd 
may well be excused for telling us, how he has 
triumphed over adversity. From his own ac- 
count of his birth and parentage, as wdl as 
another which we have derived from the 
widow of his brother Robert, we learn that he 
was the second son of Robert Hogg and Mar- 
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garet Laidlaw, and was born on the 25th of 
January, 1772. His natal day was the an< 
niversary of Burns' birth, and it was marked 
by an occurrence of a truly Scottish charaG- 
ter. A messenger was despatched on horse- 
back, for the midwife whose services were re- 
quired on this occasion, but the night was 
gloomy and dark, the Ettrick " deep in flood '* 
and the unfortunate man was drowned in 
the attempt to cross its stream. Neverthe-^ 
less, by some strange and unlooked for aid, 
the female arrived in time to give her needed 
assistance at the perilous hour. 

His father, and, indeed, his ancestors were 
all Shepherds, and he and his brothers served 
in the same capacity. The eldest, William, 
was ibrm^Ay, if he is not now, shepherd to Sir 
James Montgomery of the county of Peebles 
in Scotland. David, the third son, wa» in thet 
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emfdoyment of Sir Walter Scott, and Robert, 
the youngest, having also engaged in the 
same pursuit, recently died on his passage to 
the United States, after haviqg been only a 
few days out of port. He has left a widow 
and youDg family behind him. 

The editor of this work haviog been writ- 
ten to by James, the poet, to ascertain the sit- 
uation of his brother's family, was pleased to 
learn that they arrived safely in this country^ 
and are now very happily situated at Silver 
Lake, in Pennsylvania, where they have 
found a liberal friend and generous Iandl(»rd 
. in Robert H. Rose. Their prospects are quite 
cheering, and the interest they have excited 
is not merely that of association with their re- 
lative the poet, but what has alsdmrisen from 
their own exemplary conduct and amiable 
character. 
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The father of the poet, having saved a cob- 
iiderable sum of money, commenced the busi^ 
ness of a dealer in sbeep^ and in order to car- 
ry it on more advantageously, took a lease of 
two Ettrick fai-ms, known as Bttrick House 
and Ettrick Hall. His efforts, nevertheless^ 
were unsuccessful. A sudden and general 
depreciatbn of the value of sheep, and the 
fraudulent conduct of his principal debtor, re- 
duced him to beggary, and he was turned 
^rth pennyless upon the world. 

It appears that, during a short prosperity 
which the father of the poet experienced in 
his business, the latter attended a neighbour- 
ing school, but as he was not six years of age 
when he was obliged to leave it, in conse- 
quence of the misfortunes of his parent, he 
had made but little progress, being able 
merely to read the Proverbs of Solomon and 
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the Shorter Catechism. Indeed, at that ten- 
der age, even this, under all the circamstao* 
ces, was more than could have been expected. 
It seems that a friendly neighbour, (whose 
name, for tjia honour of humanity, we here 
preserve) Mr. Brydon of Crosslee, with a con- 
siderate regard for the distressed, engaged 
Mr. Hogg, the Senior, as his shepherd ; 
and, indeed, until his death, proved himself 
a man of true humanity, by many acts of 
kindness towards the family, to which the 
poet has oflen feelingly alluded. 

Still, however, the children were forced to , 
do something for themselves, and at the age 
of seven years, James went to service as a 
cowherd, and received for half a year's ser- 
vice, " a ewe lamb and a pair of shoes." He 
describes himself at this period as somewhat 
eccentiic, running about almost naked, and 
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20 8KBTCR OF THE 

constantly losiDg his clothes (such as they 
were) in these rambles among the hills. 

During the winter of the next year, his par 
WD\B managed to send him to a. d^ool, at 
which the children of a farmer in the neigh* 
bourhood were instructed, and here, in a Bible 
class, he learned to read correctly. His efforts . 
to acquire a knowledge of writing were una- 
vailing. " Every letter," says the poet, " with 
which I disfigured the sheets of paper, was 
nearly an inch in length.'* No more instruc- 
tion did the young lad ever attain at school. 
For thus, as he expresses himself, '^ terminat- 
ed my education ! " We are particular in 
the relation of this part of the poet's life, as 
it forms a remarkable contrast with his sub- 
sequent celebrity. 

In the succeeding spring he again returned 
to his occupation of tending the kine, which 
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shepherd's life. 21 

was the lowest employment then known in 
Scotland. From this period until he became 
fifteen years of age, he served many different 
masters^ftut rose at length to the more honour- 
able grade of shepherd's boy. From some 
he received kmd treatment and from others 
the reverse. At one time he was almost des- 
titute of clothing, his parents being unable to 
procure him a sufficient quantity to make 
him even tolerably warm, out of the wretched^ 
pittance of his hard earned wages. His time, 
constantly absorbed by his en^ployment, left 
him without much opportunity for reading, 
and the Bible was the only book to which he 
had free access. 

At this period his natural taste for music . 
led him to invest a portion of his scanty wa- \ 
ges in the purchase of an old violin. In this ; 
taste he resemUed Burns, who was himself st i 
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fiddler as wdl as poet.".^ Five diSttngs,. with 

iifficulty collected together, determined his 

il;*' choice of an instnimeat« He becaine a must- 

cian, and now it is well known among bis 
fri^ds, that music is one of the favourite 
'll^inisiments of the Shepherd. This very 
circumstance no doubt had a direct influence 
upon the future Uterary labours of the Bard ; 
^or, when Sir Walter ^cott, years afterwards, 
went in search of " the ancient ballad," and 
to gather relics of the forest minstrelsy, he 
found the Shepherd familiar with more tra- 
ditionary accounts, acquainted with more of 
the ancient songs, and possessed of more, of 
the spirit of Scottish poetry than any person 
he had yet met in Scotland. This testimo- 
ny is highly encomiastic of the character and 
the talent of the young poet. 
Mr. Hc^g's next remove was to Elibank 
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upon Tweeid, where Be remained a year and 
a half in his old occupation, and thei^ce to 
Willenslee, where he ]riaJiKup)of ed by Mr. 
Laidlaw for two years in succession. It was 
in his eighteenth year that he first saw l|y|. 
" Life and Adventures of Sir William Wal- 
lace," and Ramsay's "Gentle Shepherd." — 
It is very curious that Bums mentions the 
same work (the History of Wallace) as the 
first book he ever read in private, and he says 
of it and another, the Life of Hannibal, 
which he read at the same time, that they 
gave him more pleasure than any two books 
he ever saw afterwards. The coincidence 
is exceedingly interesting. It was with the 
greatest difficulty he mastered these works. -^ 
His comprehension of the measure was very 
obscure, in consequence of the dialect in which 
the works were composed. 
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Mrs. Laidlaw, the wife of his employer) 
gave him to study^ for his edification, some 
books of a thedogkal pature, and among 
others "Burnet's Theory of the Conflagra* 
tion of the Earth*" This work almost crazed 
the poor young man. He assures us the con^ 
temptation of the millenium, with its various 
consequences, " nearly overturned " his brain* 
He now, for the first time, attempted to 
write a letter to his brother. But his speci- 
men of chirography, must, according to his 
own account, have been indeed unique. 
<''■; Even Tony Lumpkin would have come oflf 

conqueror in a contest with the Shepherd. 
Whether his brother ever succeeded in de- 
cyphering the scroll, he has not in his amus- 
ing account of himself, informed us. 
In 1790, at the age of eighteen, he entered 
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the service of Mr. Laidlaw of Black House, 
with whom he temained until the year 1800. 
It was in 1796 that he first felt the inspiration 
of the Muse. A number of valuable books 
were placed before him by his friend for pe- 
rusal, in which he became deeply interested. 
F^cstol the moment he comprehended their 
meaning, his own genius began to arouse 
itself to exertion. 

Led by the prevailing taste of his associates, • 
and the attachment which every where shew- 
ed itself for the local traditions of the Scottish 

Muse, Mr. Hogg first turned his attention to 

» 

the composition of songs and ballads, happy 
to hear them chauoted by the neighbouring 
lassies, who rejoiced in the Muse of " Jamie 
the Poeter." / 

The difficulties which beset him in his at- 
tempts to write these songs, were of no trifling 
^ 3 
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character. Although m moetof the sketches' 
of this remarkable man, the following has^ 
found a place, we imagine it is too singular, 
and too novd teV|>e omitted by any biogra- 
pher who seeks to illustrate the workings of 
his mind. << I had no more difficlilty in com- 
posing songs tben^'than I )»ve at present. 
But then the writing of them — that was a 
job ! I had no method of learning to write, 
than by^fpUowing the Italian alphabet, and 

^T although IlKways stripped myself of coat 

and vest when I began to pen a song, yet 
my wrist took a cramp, so that I could rarely 
make above four or six Unes at a sitting. 

" Whether my manner of writing it ooi, 
was new I know not, but it was not without 

^ -J, - singularity. Having very little time to spare 
Li-* ' . ?/ from DoCy flock, which was unruly enough, 1 

' ,ftlded and stitched ja^f^w sheets of paper to- 
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gether, which I carried in my pocket I had 
no ink-horn, but in place of it, I borrowed a 
small vialf yrhich I fixed in a hde in the breast 

r 

of my waistcoat, and havlt)^ a cork fastened 
by a piece of twine, it answered the purpose 
fully as weUL Thus equipped, ^n^enever a 
leisure minuts^* two ofiked, and I had noth* 
ing else to do, I sat down and wrote out my 

thoughts as I found them. This is still my 

»• 

invariable practice in writing prose, I cannot I 
make out one sentence by study^T^Bi^out the 
pen in my hadd to catch th^ ideas as they 
arise. My manner of composing poetry is 
very different, and I believe much more singu- 
Ia&. Let the piece be of what length it will, I 

■V 

compose and correct wholly in my minder 0r 
on a slate, ere ever I put pen to paper, and 
then I writd^it down as &st as the A. ft C." 
It was ux the nesd; year J.797, thAt lie ^t | 
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heard of Bums, whose death had taken ^^liee 

, ditdng the preceding year. This ignorance 

»^ (4 the ^author 'of Tarn O'Shanter, is not 

0Ulffigl^ ^hen we consider me limited oppor- 

Unities of the Shepherd, ftpd the fact that 

^ Burns' poems had not t^coxne familiar to the 

lower classes of Scottish leaders. It was not 

until his dea^ that Gotland knew what she 

had lost, or i^eWed the INtepect due his great 

talents. 

A vfty curious description of the Shep- 
' herd's feeling is given by himself, on his hear- 
ing for the Urst time some account of Burns, 
his birth and death, with those anecdotes of 
his condition and character, which were now 
becoming every day more and more the 
topics of conversation among the country folk. 
A half-wittod fellow came one day to the hill 
'^ side, and told him the story of Bums, at the 
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time lepeatmg dm a speGimen of his poe- t 

i 

try the universal favourite, Tarn O'Sh^qj^r. j ^ 

4 

The story impressed itsrif deeply <m "^e ,' 
Shepherd's mind^ and before his cotn^sijtjbfik 
left him he could repeat every word of it hhn- 
self ! A string QieiQory seems lo be the pre- 
rogative o/ the Baids of Scotland** Sir Wal- ; 
ter Scott has been knfl|#n to ri|peat a poem of 
several hundred lilies, merehr^UKm hearing it ! 
recited once. ^ 

It appears, that the ambitioii! as ^i^ll as the 
memory of the Shepherd #iu9 affected by the 
information. On comparing. 4he friendless 
youth of Bums with his own, he found a 
close resemblance between them, and when it 
occurred to him that his^own birth-day was 
also that of Burn8,4hat ballads and ^boi^ had 
inspired themihoth, he resolved i(^^< be a poet 
and follow in his steps. " . 
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90 SKETCH OF THE 

There was one deficiency in himself which 
quite overpowered tha,»sensitive young Bard% 
He could /»)t iorite, and he wept to think, 
iKMvever fancy and inspiration might impart 
.;,,-lheir influence^ he could not ^' catch their 
shadows as they passed." 

About this period he was attacked violently 
witlwf ^<^)plaint to which he had always 
been^bj;^ and during his agony which 
Vas almost insupportable, he saw his attend- 
ant, an old woman, jsill into a swoon on see- 
ing as she imagined, his ghost But in spite 
of her second sight, and a consultation which 
he overheard ag 4o the best method of laying 
him out, he recovered, thanks to a kind 
Providence and a good physician. 

It appears that all this time he was con- 
stantly practising in song writing, though his 
first published song made its appearance in 
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1801. At this period England was threat- 
ened with invasion by Napoleon, and not 
only was the materiel of the n^on called 
on to defend its shores, but writers- of all der 
scriptions, from the poets, inspired by the dir,.. 
vinity that stirs within them, down to the 
hack writer who toils at a penny a line, irere 
active in the cause of their countrjf* ^ [ . . » 

The Shepherd did not fail tp .catob the 
glow of feeling pervading every rank, and he 
published anonymously the following popular 
song. As it is referred to in the Anecdotes 
which follow this notice of the author, per- 
haps its insertion here may noUJfTputof place. 

Air. " WwPd an married an a\ " 

\ '- 

My name it is Donald McDonald, 

I live in the EQghland's sae grand, 

I've followed our banner, and will do, • 
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Wherever my Maker has lancL . 
Whju rankit amang the blue bonneu 
Nae danger can fear me ava ; 
I ken that my brethren around me, 
^ Are either to conquer or fit'. 

Brogues and brochan and a' 
Brochan and brogues and, a'! 
And is na the laddie weel aff 
*^ ':.;'. Wha has brogues and brochan and a' ? \ 

^ Short syne we were wonderfu' canty 
Our friends and our country to see ; 
But since the proud Consul's grown vauntie 
We'll meet him by land or by sea. 
Wherever a Clan is dislojral 
Wherever our king has a foe, 
He'll quickly see Donald McDonald, 
Wi' his Highlanders a' in a row. 

Guns and pistols and a' 

Pistols and guns and a' 

He'll quickly see Donald McDonald, 

Wi' guns and pistols and a' ! 
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What though we befreendit young Charlie? 

To tell it I dinna think shame, 

*^ ■ 
Puir lad ! he came to us but barely, 

And reckoned our mountains his hame ? 

It's true that our reason forbade us, f 

But tenderness carried the day ; 

Had Geordie come friendless amang us, 

Wi' him we had a' gane away. 



And, O, I wad eagerly press him, 

The keys o» the East to retain ; 
For should he gie up the possession 

We'll scion hae to force them again. 

Than yield up an inch wi' dishonour. 

Though it were my finishing blow ; 

He aye may depend on McDonald 

Wi' his Highlandmen a' in a row. 









Sword and buckler and a', ?..; .'jif^ * 

Buckler and sword and a' ; 

For George we'U encounter the devil, 

Wi' sword and buckler and a'! 
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Knees and elbows and aV 
Elbows and knees and a' ; 
Depei\d upon Donald McDonald, 
His knees and elbows and a'. 

If Bonaparte land at Fort WiOiam,. 
Auld Europe nae langer shall giane, 
1 laugh when I think how we'll gall him 
Wi' bullet, wi' steel and w^ stane;. 
'*f' Wi' rocks o' the Neris and Gkurry, ■., 

W<fU rattle him aff ftae our «hore». 
Or lull him asleep i& a caimie. 
And sing hiin, ** Lochaber no more." 
Stanes and bullets and a'. 
Bullets and stanes and a' ; 
We'll finish the Corsican callan', 
Wi' stanes and bullets and a'. 

-f • 

The Gordon is gude in a hurry ; 
And Campbell is steel tft the bane, 
And Grant, and McKenzie, and Murray, 
And Cam'ron will hurkle to nane. 
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The Stuart, is 'jMurdy axxl w^el, 
And sae is Madeod and Mackay, 
And I, their gude brother Mac Donald, 
Sail never be last in the fray. 

Brogues and brochan and a', 

Brochan and brogues and a' ; 

And up wi' the bonnie blue bonnet 

The kilt and the feather and a.' 



This song sprang at once into celebrity. 
It became a universal favourite, and was re- 
ceived at once into all societies. Mr. Hogg 
states that het first sang it at a social meeting 
at the Crown Tavern in Edinburgh, and that 
he left it, at the suggestion of some one, 
whose name he has forgotten, »to be prope]8& 
arranged and engraved. In his retreat firom 
the gay world, he afterwards heard that it 
was a song in every one's mouth, though 
no one troubled himself to inquire into the 
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condition, oc kQitfi4iie name of the author. 

\ • • • , i 

Two anecdoted" are connected with it, which 
we cannot refrain from; .repeating. Earl Moi- 
ra, commander-in-chief of the forces in Scot- 
land, better kno#b to American readers as 
the Lord. Rawdon who served under Corn- 
wallis during the revolution, happened to he 
present at a dinner in Edinburgh wh^e this 
song was sung. After tBree' si^x^ssive en- 
cores which'Were complied with, his lordship 
arose, expatiated on its excellence, praised 
the singer who was a very respectable person, 
and offered him his whdle influence for any 
thing he could aid him in obtaining from the 
government. 

And y!it such is life, — the name of the au- 
thor was never asked. While his verse 
was drawing forth the eulogiums of rank 
and valour, he was never thought of, but was 
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left in bid |Seasant garb tq^'fldl^ th« 

Scottisb bills in penury and%noi^^iice« rPhis 
is too often tbe lot of Ae children of geniuv. 
He who has studied tbeir bktoy, and re^ 
fleeted upon their labour^ ^ will have found 
many instances similar to this* Thiq^ may 
hfiite ^'made^ (he verses," but another '< takes 
the holi6ur." 

SeveraHonusing anecdotes in relation to ^ 

•I 

this particular ballad have been ^recorded by 
the autflor, and^ are to be found in a volume 
of his songs recentty published in Scotland, 
imperfectly re-published in this country. 

Mr. Hogg's filrst prose essay was styled 
^^ Reflections on a view of the Nocturnal 
Heavens, " which was the labour ol a week. 
Of the character of this work we are not in- 
formed. 

In 1801, incited by his love of rbynuoj^i 
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and insfMred by the example of Bums, he 
resolved, while on a visit to Edinburgh, 
whither he went to dispose of his sheep, to 
publish a collection of his poems. Having, 
however, to trust to his memory for the prin- 
cipal part of them, he made sad work in the 
selection, taking rather those with which he 
was most familiar, than those which were 
really the best An edition of 1000 copies 
was published, and so far, his '' vanity, " as 
Mr. Hogg says, was gratified. But the nu- 
merous imperfections more than out-ba- 
lanced by their annoying palpableness the 
pleasure he otherwise received from being 
in print 

Without friends, without patronage, the 
Shepherd trusted his poetry to an indifferent 
public, wbo most generally overlook the 
claims to indulgence which belong to unas- 
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-s||ted merit, in the selfish pleasure of exercis- 
ing the right of condemnation. One of the 
poems, "Will an' Keatie," had the usual 
run through the periodicals of the day, but the 
rest were nearly forgotten, except, perhaps, by 
the London critic, who afterwards dragged 
forth the defective work to annoy the feel- 
ings, ff not to injure the prospects of the Bard. 
Sir Walter Scott's first publication iared but 
little better. 

In 1802, a part of Sir Walter Scott's 
work called the Border Minstrelsy had made 
its appearance, and as is well known excited 
much attention. To the third volume of this, 
as will be seen in the anecdotes, Mr. Hogg 
contributed, and due acknowledgements are 
made him for his assistance. It was now 
perceived that a body of sentiment, wit, hu- 
mour, (ind poetry, lay perdu among the 
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hilki and vaJes, die lakes and glens of Sool- 
land. The ambitioQ of the Ettrick Shep- 
herd was awakened, and though still unfor- 
twate in his projects, and a voluntary Exile 
for some months from Ettrick, in conse- 
quence of his disasters there, he set about 
cdlecting, re-composing, and re-constructing 
all the traditions and legends he could gather, 
and the Mountain Bard made its appear- 
ance, dedicated to the author of the Border 
Minstrelsy. It is the (pinion of many able 
critics that there are in this volume, some 
compositions of great merit. Mr. Allan Cun- 
ningham in a recent essay on British litera- 
ture, gives it as his opinion, that Oilman's 
Clench is full of tenderness and simplicity, 
and that Willie Wilkin, another tale in the 
same collection, ranks with the Olenfinlas of 
Sir Walter Scott. 
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" The description of the Spectre HoMb^" ; 
is unsurpassed in any ballad. He was at the | 
time, in the service of a gentieman of Niths- 



1 
dale. It seems that Sir Walter approved of 

the publication of this volume, and the Shep- 
herd hastened to Edinburgh to avail himself 
of his new popularity and to forward the 

publication, ' 

Constable at that time had no great admi- 
ration for poetry. If his first opinions had 
prevailed over that consciousness of merit, 
which « all literary men possess in some de- 
gree, and which prompted Mr. Hogg to persist 
ia printing his book, we should probably have 
heard no more of him. The publisher would 
not touch it, unless first secured by a sub- 
scription list of two hundred names. A list , 

i 

of five hundred was soon procured by the au- 
thor, and the speculation contrary to Mr. Con- 

4* 
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stcdde'a calculation, turned out well. From 
this effort of his muse^ he derived a verj hand- 
some sum, and he received the same year 
about four hundred and thirty ddlars, for his 
work on the Cultivation of Sheep. 

From abject penury, he was at once ele- 
vated to comparative independence by the pos- 
session of three hundred pounds. But al- 
though his publisher &ithfully accounted to 
him for his share of the receipts, many of 
the patronising subscribers took their co- 
pies and never paid for them. This is a 
common practice, we fear, even to this day. 
Intimate friends and soi-disant patrons expect 
to receive copies of a new work as a com- 
pUment for their good wishes, and an author 
can at any time easily part with a whole 
edition, and be never the better for it either 
in &me or money. The Shepherd expe- 
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rienced only the usual lot of scribbling hu- 
maoitj. 

Other consequences took place. The 
possessor of the £300 almost went mad. 
He fell into the same mistake that Bums 
did in the hey-day of his early prosperity, ; 
taking a farm beyond his abiliCJT to culti- 
vate, and struggling for three years out of 
one difficulty into another, until he had 
exhausted means and credit, and even hope 
itself 

At this turn of his affairs, the Ettrick 
Shepherd shewed the integrity of his char- 
acter and the strength of his fortitude. It 
is in difficulties, whether of a pecuniary 
or any other nature, that genius lifts itself 
above the ordinary evils of' life, sooth- 
ed by the consciousness of power and ho- 
nesty of piurpose. Mr. Hc^g freely gave 
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up all be had to his creditors, and found 
the consequences of his misfortunes less disa- 
greeable in their direct bearing upon him- 
self, than in the effect they produced upon 
the conduct of his former friends. Return- 
ing to Ettrick Forest, he found them unex- 
pectedly changed. Those he once loved 
and trusted, treated him in return with cool- 
ness, if not contempt. His own familiars, 
those almost of his own household, forsook 
him, and the crime of having displayed a 
poetic talent was visited at the hands of his 
a^isociates with the same rigour that other 
lovers of the Muse have been often fated 
to endure. 

It is very singular, that after the affect- 
ing incidents recorded in the lives of literar}^ 
men, and the genered condemnation which 
their persecution by ignorant or malicious 
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oonteoiporaries receives ftom all rirtuous and 
reacting minds, the same ordeals are ap- 
parently in store £>r all who feel the inspi- 
raion of genius, and seek to impart its 
fervour to mankind. The celebrated Hume 
in the agony of mental suffering from the 
injustice of the public, aimost denied his 
name and country. Dr. Jdmson knew' 
well the pangs of disai^intment, when in 
the bitterness of his heart he exclaimed, 



" Yet atmk what iUs tht scholar's life asnil, 
ToO, eavy, want ; '!lh# garret, aad the jaiL " 

* 

But it is useless to multiply examples of 
the sufferings of merit. They swell the 
History of Literature in all ages, and afford 
the mebmcholy proof of the existence of 
those hateful princiides which deform hu- 
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man nature and disgust us with our own 
species. At this moment, the dying author 
of the Annals of the Parish, has registered 
the sad events of his own chequered life^lpd 
he informs us in pages, which like the last 
notes of the swan are most affecting, that 
he too has incurred the penalty of genius, — 
persecution and poverty. The classical Dr. 
Valpy arrested him on his arrival in Lon- 
don from Canada, for the tuition fees of his 
three sons, at the very moment when he was 
battling for his rights with a soulless Land 
Company, whose faithful, yet unrequited 
agent he had been. Of such an act we can 
43carcely speak too harshly. Shohld he ere 
this have closed his painful toil of life, 

" Around his tomb let art and genius weep, 

But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and sleep.** 
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Under similar reverses the Ettrick Shep- 
herd found his charaoler gone. No one 
would employ him, not even those with 
wlfp^ he had already served, and who knew 
his capability and efficiency. 

It was then, as he informs us, " in ut- 
ter desperation" at his prospects among his 
native hills, he resolved to adventure his 
stock of poetry at Edinburgh. In Feb- 
ruary, 1810, it was that " he wrapped his 
plai4 around him," and went to town. 
Here new disappointments met him. He 
found his poetic talents as little valued as hi^ 
capacity for managing sheep. The pub- 
lishers turil&d a deaf ear to his proposals. 
They were willing to publish on his own 
account, but not a penny would they give 
him or guarantee him for his productions. 
Pressed by poverty, and yet sustained by the 
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* 
recoUectkm of his fcMrmer partial silccessj he 

once more ventured to apply to Mr. Con- 
stable, to print a volume iot him. The puln 
Usher seemed to hesitate between the dSidre 
of obliging and the risk of loss. It wa» 
only after several interviews that he agreed 
.to print an edition of 1000 copies, at 5^. 
each, and to share the profits with the au- 
thor. This speculation turned out badly, as 
it would appear, for Mr. Hogg never received 
a farthing for his share. x}jf' 

The work was called the Forest Min- 
strel, and is described by its author as con- 
sisting of his early songs, most of them very 
indifferent, and displaying little knowledge 
of life or manners. Indeed, up to this period 
he had not even known what polished so- 
ciety was, being as he describes himself. 
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'< only a 80itx>f natural BOttgiBiBr, without any 
other advantage upon eaartk^' v i 

Disappointed in the anftidpatiotiB which 
he had formed, he attempted to ekab- 
lish a weekly paper, for which, as he ad- 
mits, he was any thing but qualified. Not 
meeting with encouragement he grew im- 
patientt and began to imagine booksellers 
'Hhe enemies of genius," and printers, the 
tools of the booksellers. 
r 'iA.fter running about from one to the 
otfier, he could not helff giving them his 
malediction, for being as he supposed, all 
combined t(^ther against him. He re- 
ceived ridicule from one, a subscription front 
another, and advice, that liberal bestcwment 
of friendship, from a third. 

At last a person by th^ name of Ro- 

bertsen, a bookseller in Nichdsonnstreet, em- 

5 
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barked in the. venture, and a quarto denii 
sheet, price 4d. made its appearance in that 
year. The hietory of this paper is amusing. 
Ill 4mb first {dace, the carrier demanded pay 
for all the presentation copie8, and this gave 
much offence. Many persons expected to 
obtain their papers for nothing, many more 
never intended to pay for those they ordered, 
and besides experiencing all this, the Editor 
( raw, or to say the least, quite devoid of tact, 
made use of some indecorous expressions in 
his third number, whicb caused the imme> 
diate withdrawal of seventy-three subscribers ! 

Nothing daunted at his misfortune, he 
"* srt this down to the absurd ikstidiousness of 
cockneyism, and made no change in his 
method of expressing himself. 

Another error which he himself soon per- 
ceived, was his indulgence in the company 
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of Robertson and his companions at a tip- 
pling house, near the Gowgate, where every- 
day they drank sufficient to confuse their 
heads, — and to convince Mr. Hogg thiflhe 
was going '^ straight to the deeviL'' 

Acting upon a proper impulse, he broke 
off the connexion with his publisher, made 
a new arrangement with the Aikmans, and 
&gged at his hebdomadal for the residue of 
the year. Several persons of great respecta- 
bility contributed to the columns of the 
^ Spy. " The matter furnished by the Edi- 
tor himsdf amounted to eight hundred and 
thirty quarto columns, certainly a proof of 
great industry, If nothing else. It had reachi, 
ed the pmnt (st remuneration, according to 
Mr. Allan Cunningham, when it was obliged 
to ]rield to the opposition of those who had pre- 
viously destfted hs cause. The jpaper went 



*. 



' 1 

¥ 






52 flC^TCH OF THB 

out of print, and the aathor imagines that 
\ five copies could not now be found in Scot- 
land. 

For the honour of human nature, and 
as a contrast to that indifference or of^poei- 
tion in which the public indulge, to the dis- 
comfiture and sorrow of many a sensitive 
man of talent, the conduct of a friend of 
Mr« Hogg, at a time when the failure of 
his periodical, the debts it created at his 
publisher's, aiid the unabated enmity of a 
portion of his acquaintances, made him feel 
the aggravation of want and poverty, de- 
serves honourable notice. EQs name is 
Grieve. Neither misfortune . nor impru- 

» 

dence could shake his attachment to the 
Shepherd Editgr. Not doling out his reluc- 
tant aid to importijinity, as is the fashion with 
too many whp wish to be patrons, he anti- 
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cipated the wants and foresaw the necessi- 
ties of his distressed companion, and when 
all else seemed cold or forgetful, watched 
with the interest of true affection over the 
waning fortunes of his unhappy friend. 

The Shepherd retains a warm remem- 
brance of these acts of disinterestedness, and 
has related them in his auto-biographical 
sk^hes with characteristic fervour. 

The next project in which the Bard en- 
gaged, was that of a Debating Society, in 

i 

which he was chosen Secretary with a salary 
of £20 per lOifBum, which was never paid ! 
This society for three successive years held 
pubUc meetings, at which crowds constantly ( 

i 

assembled, paying for their admittance and i 

taking a deep interest in the discussions. In 

these the Shepherd, though now somewhat. 

ddef than the majority of the membenf, bord 

5* 
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a. conspicuous part. He was told that he 
could not speak, and therefore should not 
make the attempt His self-confidence. 

brought him off with ^' flying colours." Th^ 

« 

talent remains with him, if we may judge 
from the reports of addresses which he has ". 
since made on several public occasions. It 
was there that he learned in the sharp contest 
of wit and argument, and from the usual 
expreanons of approval, or disapproval, of the 
audiencef something of the public taste, if 
not of its caprice. To his mingling in these 
scenes, the Shepherd attributed much of 
his subsequent improvement. He was at 
the same tf me a regular visiter at the Thea- 
tre, where he was placed upon the free list 
by the manager, Mr. Siddons. 

He was not an inattentive spectator of 
the literary world amidst the distraction df 
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his own varying pursuita The poeby of 

Scott and Btrojst began to be popidar, 

and the Shepherd's ambition seemed to be 

\ , aioused. Mr. Grieve, the Dri^id already 

^ mentioned, used his influence in persuading 

^ ^ him once more to try his poetic powers. The 

» 

beautiful Poem of the Queen's Wake was 
accordingly planned, and i^ a few months 
executed. Even this was almost stifled at 
its birth. It fortunately did not lie forgot- 
ten for years like the first of the Waverley 
Noveb, because its early critic was unfavoura- 
ble. Its story is this. It was to have been 
read to onc^ of the author's female friends, 
who, with her huisband, was invited to his 
lodgings for that purpose. The opinion was 
to have been given at that domestic tribu- 
nal, the tea*taMe, where the ladies 'ever 
^(i their audkord attentive, and their re- 
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marks, of authority. Before the anxious 
reader had proceeded half apage in his poem, 
he was arrested in his progreBB by a doubt 
eitpressed as to the prop^ use of a word. . 

Some one defended the author, but othens **' 

« 

condemned him. Indeed the argument 86 
entirely engaged the attention of all present, 
that the poem and the reader were quite 
ovedooked. The poet could not, with all his 
efforts, proceed a line farther, and finding 
himself quite out of place amidst the general 
debate, he rolled up his manuscript and 
openly declaring his vexation, took up his hat 
and departed. Recalled by this to a sense of 
their impoliteness, the critics appointed ano- 
ther day for a meeting, and the Bard accord- 
ingly wended his way to Buccleugh Place, 
where the reading of the poem was to be 
concluded. Here a laughable scene occur* 
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red ending in new disappointment The 
husband of the lady undertook the office 
of reader, but ere he had finished the third 
page, he was caUed out of the room, by 
the information that an itinerant Improvisa- 
tore was rhyming in the halL Tired of 
waiting 'for his return, the poet had the al- 
ternative either to fdd up his manuscript 
or go on with the reading to some one else ^ 

who happened to be in the room, but proba- i ', 

bly took as little interest in it as any of the 
others. He preferred the farmer, and pre- 
sently joine^i; the audience which was now 

cdlected about the wandering minstrel lis- ( 

\ 

teningto, and apparently delighted with the j 
wretched doggerel of a gaberlunzie ! 

Mr. Hogg's was vtfy aagry, as. may be. 
well imagiDed, and he walked (>ff in high 
displeasure at this treatment. Reader^ if4hott 
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hast a toach of the poedc fire, or even if 
thou hast recently found out, that thy lu- 
cubrations have been all thy life time em- 
bodied in prose, and on some occasion hast 
been tempted by thine ardour, or thy self- 
confidence, to open thy heart to thy firiend, 
and thy manuscript to his or her examina- 
tion, thou hast roost probably felt, what, un- 
4f > der such circumstances, it was, ^' to be, to do, 

t'i i or to suffer." Warmed by thy subject, 

thou hast eloquently read, as an author only 
can read his own productions, the thoughts 
that breathed, the words that burned. In 
the midst of some delightful passage, where 
thy ardent spirit soared to the third heaven 
of its happiness, thou hast heard thy listen- 
ing friend, in the very critical moment of 
a half^finishd senteofce, exclaim with a 
yawn, '' Excuse me^ sir. " " John put on 
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s(»ne more coab^ and see what can possibly 
be the matter with the lamp." 

At such a moment, how did thy voice 
break off into silencOi thy hand pass hur- 
riedly through thy hair, and thine eye glance 
around to learn the reason of this most un- 
expected interruption. The charm broken, 
thou canst read no longer. An apology for 
having claimed any attention from other 
more agreeable occupations, is made by thee, 
and thou risest from the taUe, resolved to 
hang no more pearly chains around the 
necks of such queer animals. 

The Shepherd actually could not get a 
hearing beyond the third page. Moliere's 
old- housekeeper, must have been another 
Dader, in comparison with those, who 
could tire at the reirfdng pf the ^' dueen's 
Wake." 
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Mn Hogg iafoniis us, that he read no 
more poems ieit Bucdeugh Place, and eer- 
tainly no one could disapprove of his deter- 
mination. The friend, Mr. Grieve, whose 
name has already been mentioned, kept up 
his confidence by assuring him that his effort 
was Ik good one, and .under this sanction^he 
went to see Mr. ConstaUe with his ^' plan 
of publication." He was received coldly, 
^ . and told to ^'call again^ to-morrow." 

4, On calling again, he found the pub- 
lisher unwilling to do any thing without 
seeing the manuscript, and having a sub- 
scription list of 200 responsible names. This 
being agreed to, the publisher offered £100 
for the right to, print an edition of 1000 
cop es. The conditions were hard, and the 
proposition was disagreeable. Still, however, 
as Mr. Constable declared he would give no 
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more, the Shepherd obtained a private sub- 
scription through the aid of some personal 
friends, sufficient to meet the views of the 
publisher. 

At this time a young person o£ the name 
of Goldie, who also belonged to the Debat- 
ingf Club, prevailed upon the poet, somewhat 
against his wishes, to shew him the manu- 
script. Upon perusing it he made him an 
offer similar to thai of Mr. Constable, with 
the addition of an allowancet>f the 200 sub- *» ^^ 

scribers for his sole benefit ! This offer in- 

I 

duced the author to attempt better terms with *. 

Mr. Constable, who, according to his own 
notion, "knew how as well to sell a book 
as buy one." But he wi^ inexorable, and 
having at the time a negotiation on foot 
with Scott, which had created some tem- 
porary excitement, he dismissed the Shepherd 

6 
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with a curse on the ingradin^ of literary 
men! 

The work came from the press of Goldie, 
jn the early part of 1813. The circum- 
stances at(^nding its publication are worthy 
of notice. They form another page in the 
book of life, another incident in the story of 
authorship and poetry. Almost in despair, 
he had cast his bread upon the waters, but, 
according to protfiise, he found it again before 
many days. 'She poet went up to town to 
learn the fate of his production. He saun- 
tered about the streets, and eyed the shop 
windows of the booksellers as he passed, to 
see, if possible, whether it was yet on sale. 
He beheld the titlcj to his great satisfaction, 
displayed in most of them, but he had not 
the courage to go in and ask a single ques- 
tion. He compared himself to a ^^ man be- 
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tween life anfNleathy- waiting the sentence of 
the jury." We can scarcely conceive any 
thing more naive or affecting than this con- 
fefldon. While hundreds were at the very ., 
moment, perusing the poem with ple^ure and 
astonishment, the poor author was wander- 
ing through the town, afraid* even to inquire 
about its reception. 

At last, as he was lounging along the 
High-street, he met a friend" by the name 
of Dunlop, whose characteristic salutation 4^. 

the Bard has recorded. " Ye useless poetical 
deevil that ye're. What hae ye been doing -V 

a' this time? Why hae ye been pestering 
us, ye stupid head, wi' fourpenny papers, an' 
daft shilly shallysangs, an' blatherin' an' 
speakin' in the forum, an' had stuff in ye 
to produce sic a thing as this ?" 
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"Ay, Willie," replied, the Shepherd, " ye 
hae seen my new beuk?" 

"Ay, faith," said his friend, "that I have, 
and it has Uckit me out o' a night's sleep, 
Ye hae bit the ri^ht nail on the head now. 
Yen's the verything, sir." 

" I'm glad UlJiear ye say sae, Willie," an- 
swered the poet, " but what do ye ken about 
poems?" 

" Never ye mind," said Dunlop, " how I 
ken. I gie ye my word, yen's the thing that 
will do. If ye had na made a fool o' your- 
sel afore, man, yon wad hae sold better than 
ever a beuk sold ! Wha would hae thought 
it, that there was as muckb in that sheep's 
head o' yours, ye stupid poetical deevil as 
ye are." 

This gave the Shepherd so much delight, 
and withal so much confidence, that he be- 
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gan to walk more erectly, and, as he m^ his 
acquaintances one after the other, he heard 
little else from them, than liberal commenda- 
tions. 

» 

The popularity of thit poem seemed es- 
tablished at once. The Eclectic Review, [ 
however, attacked it, anc^ ihe Edinburgh 
was silent until the appearaiice of the se- 
cond or third edition. It gave a favourable 

notice, only when its opinions were no longer 

■ *\ 

of importance to the author. He mentions, 
in his life, that nothing of his composition 
has since been honoured with Mr. Jeffrey's 
notice. 

The reputation of the dueen's Wake 
is now fully established. The design is 
good, and the execution, though unequal 
in its parts, is marked by aH the characteris- 
tics of.true genius. 
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The story of KHmeny is universally ad- 
mitted to be chaste and original, and its dic- 
tion is exquisitely sweet and harmonious. 
The dueen's Wake has been no less popular 
in this country than in Great Britain. Per- 
haps there is not a modern poem in our 
language, which Jias had a greater circula- 
tion in the United States than this. 

Prom his dream of happiness, Mr. 
Hogg awoke to the reality of disappoint- 
ment. His pubUsher became involved in 
the distress of many other small booksellers, 
and after preventing by personal interference, 
the publication of a third edition by Mr. Con- 
stable, undertook it himself and stopped 
payment a week afterwards. Thus the 
money previously gained by the work 
was lost, and all the hopes which he had 
cherished, of being able to repair his for- 
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mer mistakes, and pay off his old debts, were 
blighted at a breath. 

It was on this occasion that he first be- 
came acquainted with Mr. Blackwood, the 
publisher. He was one of Goldie's assignees, 
and his management, as well as that of his 
associates, eventuated in the preservation of 
the residue of the edition remaining on the 
publisher's shelves. A considerable sum was, 
in consequence, realized by the sale of it. 

About this period, his acquaintances were 
considerably numerous among the literary 
characters of the town, and while with some 
he was on terms of great intimacy, with 
most he practised a reserve, which prevented 
them from considering his intercourse pre- 
suming or troublesome. 

If it were germane to the pubject, we 
could here rdate some curious circumstances 
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^ under which his friendship commenced witit 
*. Mr. Wilson, the author of the Isle of Palms, 
and the present Editor of Blackwood's Maga- 
zine. One remark in relation to it, we 
must not omit, since it refers to Sir Walter 
Scott. Mr. Hogg intimates that through him 
he might have been easily made acquainted 
with Mr. Wilson, although Mr. Scott rarely- 
introduced any one person to another, or judg- 
ed it of any avail. 

Such was the popularity of the Queen's 
Wake, that a fourth edition was published by 
Messrs. Murray and Blackwood, but it pro- 
duced no solid returns. A fifth, a beautiful 
specimen of typography succeeded better. 
Of this poem, which, as we have already 
gtated, has been scarcely less admired in 
America than in Great Britain, the author 
appears not to have had a high opinion. 
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He considered it as a device merely to string . 

i 
1 

together a series of ballads, which were 1 ,. 
not equal in merit, nor interesting in their | 
design. The public have judged otherwise, ^ 

and in his country the editions are entirely 
exhausted. Moore is supposed to have 
taken his idea of Lalla Bookh, which ap- 
peared in 1817, from the Glueen's Wake. 
There is certainly a strong resemblance in 
the plan. During one of Mr. Hogg's tours 
in the Highlands, which, about this period of 
his life, he was accustomed every summer 
to make, he became an inmate of Einnaird 
Hou^, in Athol. The feir mistress of the 
mansion, Mrs. Chalmers Izett, introduced hira 
into a small study, where books and writing 
materials were placed before him, with a re* 
quest that he would consider himself at home 
and amuse himself as he thought proper. On 
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accepting the <^er, he cusked the lady for a 
subject, and she gave him the '^ majestic 
river rolling beneath his eyes." 

Inspired as it would seem by the occa- 
sion and the request, he stole time enough 
from his fishing excursions to v^rite Madoc 
of the Mocn*. This, although a favourite with 
fjne aiMhor, for the descriptions of nature 
which it contains, has never acquired the 
popularity which attended the "Glueen's 
Wake," We imagine it is quite worthy of 
the preference he entertained for it. The 
measure, that of Spenser, it must be consi- 
dered, is difficult, and -when the subject itself 
is of a grave character, it falls heavily on the 
ear, and conveys its ideas slowly to the mind. 
The Shepherd, after an animated discussion 
with his lady patroness, took the Tay for 
his subject, and commenced the Poem. 
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Not only are the descriptions generaUy 
well written, but there are occasional pas- 
sages truly exquisite. We select the follow- 
ing at hazard, as a specimen. 



When summer suns around the zenith glow, 

Nature is gaudy, frolicsome, and boon; 

But when September breezes cease to blow, '\ 

And twilight steals beneath the broadened moon, 

How changed the scene ! the years resplendent noon. 

Is long gone past, and all is mildly still ! 

Sedateness settles on the hill and doone, 

Wan is the flow'ret by the mountain rill, % ^ ' 

And a pale boding look, sits solemn on the hilL 
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In the same year, he conceived the no- 
tion of writing a poetical volume of a ro- 
mantic character, to be entitled Mid Sum- 
mer Night Dreams. A friend appealed to 
for hid opinion in the matter, advised against 
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the scheme^ and it fell through. '^Con- 
nel of Dee," one of the series, has since made 
its appearance as a part of the "Winter 
Evening Tales." 

Another literary eflTort of the author's dur- 
ing the same year, was the Pilgrims of 
the Sun, published in consequence of the 
good opinion entertained of it, by tlie same 
person who advised against the " Midsum- 
mer Night Dreams." 

Mr. Hogg frankly declares, that in those 
,who praised his works he placed implicit con- 
fidence, and for those who did otherwise, he 
entertained very little regard ! A prompting 
of nature, which every author feels to be a 
part of his own indwelling fancies. 

In bringing out this poem, there oc- 
curred the usual difficulties of negotiation 
with the publishers. By the advice of Mr. 
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Constable, who evaded the risk and trouble of 
the publication, the manuscript was put into 
the hands of Mr. Miller, and a r^ular con- 
tract was made with him for its appearance 
from the press within two months, and in 
conformity with the stipulations made by 
the parties respectively. 

Mr. Miller, however, thought proper to 
change his mind ; and on Mr. Hogg's re- 
quiring him to proceed with the work, or re- 
turn the manuscript, he very promptly avail- 
ed himself of the latter alternativte, an4|||^ 
rid himself at once of his responsibility. 

The manuscript was afterwards placed in^ 

the hands of Mr. Murray, the London book- 

seller, who suddenly became as doubtful of 

its success as Mr. Miller had been. He 

would not allow his name to appear upon the 

title-page. The Author contented himself 

7 
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with the retaliatory assertion, that Murray and 
his advisers coidd nai ioriie as wdl^ and 
with this remark, he informs us, he pleased 
himself, and overlooked the affront 

When the Poem came out, it was well 
received by the public;, yet, though it was 
praised in the Reviews, and a very large edi- 
tion Qf it was sold in America, it loaded the 
booksellers' shelves in Great Britain, and may 
ppssibly do so yet. 

It was evidently very little of a fevourite 
with the Trade, and, from the circumstance 
of Mr. Murray's not allowing his name to be 
/connected with it, was liable to be received by 
them with great distrust and suspicion. This 
is one of the secrets of publication, which by 
this time Mr. Hogg must have fully dis- 
covered. 

The Pilgrims of the Sun is a wonderful 
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it 
effort of the imagiaation. It is in Poetry, 

what one of Martin's productions is in Paint- 
ipg. , It has illimitable perspective, vast out- 
lines, and a sublime effect. There is even 
something Miltonic in the grandeur of the 
description of other worlds, and certainly 
there can be nothing more sweet and touch- 
ing than the return of the Pilgrim to h&[ 
home and her mother. 

His next literary adventure was of a dif- 
ferent character. He proposed editing a vo- 
lume of Poetry, to consist of original compo- 
sitions from the pens of the most distinguish- 
ed authors of the country, and he applied to 
them individually for their assistance in his 
scheme. From Southey and Wordpworth he 
obtained poems of superior excellence ; — ^from 
Byron and Rodgers, although he bad their 
prmnises, he received nothing. Inhisaccount 
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of this project, he mentioiis his ignOTance of 
the caiise of Lord Byron's conduct. 

In the Life of the noble bard, his biogra- 
pher, Moore, avows he dissuaded him 
from the performance of his engagement, 
(mt of regard to hi^s interests. The poem 
intended for Mr. Hogg was the celebrated 
Lara; and its author thought well of the 
plan of which it was to be a part, and which 
he compared to a similar one of Dodsley's 
which had proved successful. 

It appears from the published letters of 
Lord Byron, that he esteemed the Shepherd 
highly, and recommended him to Mr. Mur- 
ray. A correspondence of some length took 
place between them, of which Mr. Hogg has 
spoken with great animation. 

Mr. Hogg mentions that one letter, and the 
last, was written to him by Lord Byron, after 
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the iftrth of hk daughter Ada ; and in that, 
his affection for his wife and daughier was 
very evident The Shepherd complains 
that these valued testimonials have been 
taken from him by visiters, without his 
knowledge or approbation. 

The refusal of ISNtt to contribute any 
thing to the proposed volume overthrew the 
whole design. It was in vain the Shepherd 
reminded him of his services, in adding to the 
treasures of the Border Minstrelsy. The 
appeal was fruitless, and the result an 
estrangement of the two Bards. In the 
forthcoming Life of Sir Waltef by Mr. Lock- ^ 

hart, the mystery of the refusal may be un- 
ravelled. 

The Shepherd resented his conduct warm- 
ly, and candidly admits thai he addressed him 

a letlbr couched in v^ intemperate language, 

7* 
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and for a long time refused to speak to him. 
Under the influence of these feelings, he re- 
solved to outdo even his contributors, by an 
imitation of their various styles, to be collect- 
ed in a work to be called the Poetic Mirror, 
So complete tlPtis the deception, that one of 
the poems, which was ^fead aloud by Mr. 
Ballantyne at a dinner party, was unani- 
mously pronounced to be an original produc- 
tion of Lord Byron. 

The work was composed in three weeks, 
and published in three months afterwards. 
The first edition sold in six weeks, and an- 
other has since been exhausted. It was 
produced anonymously, and but for a bung- 
ling imitation of Wordsworth, might, as the 
Poet imagines, have passed for a genuine 
work. 

During the next year, he attempted some 
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dramatic compositions, as almost all literary 
men, at one time or other, have done. There 
is a fascination in the Drama, which has spell- 
bound, even the learned professions. Theo- 
logians and law5"ers, as well as poets, have 
attempted, and some with grfat success, to 
hold its " mirror up^to pature." 

None of Mr. Hogg's plays have been per- 
formed, and the want of interest they possess- 
ed induced him to give up this species of com- 
position. A curious change in his literary 
views took place about this time. Mortified 
most probably at. the want of success with 
which his poetic efforts had been rewarded, 
he resolved to give up poetry for prose ; and, 
" save an idle story or two," and the finishing 
of a poem in hand, Q,uben Hynde, he ad- 
hered to his determination. 

Queen Hynde received the approbation 
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of Sir Walter Scott and many other judicious 
critics ; but, though a large edition was sold, 
it did not take with the public, much to the 
Author's surprise. The subject was local, 
and the time of its action was laid as far back 
as the incursions of the Danes. At a dinner, 
given to him by some of his admirers in 
Scotland, a warm dispute arose as to the merits 
of this poem and the dueen's Wake ; and 
the Poet, in the zekl of his preference for the 
former, offered to back his opinions with a bet 
of the whole edition ! 

It was at this time, the project for the esta- 
blishment of the Magazine, since known as 
Blackwood's, was first talked of by Mr. Hogg. 
He has given a very amusing account of the 
intrigues attending it, the jealousies of the 
rival editors, and the fears of contending pub- 
lishers. "The Chaldee Manuscript" arose 
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out of the circumstance ; the compositioa of 
which, though formerly in doubt, is now ad- 
mitted to be his. It caused a great sensation 
in Edinburgh at the time. The subsequent 
connexion of Mr. Hogg with the Magazine, 
did every thing to establish its fame and in- ! 
crease its value. 

The next work of his production, 
was the Brownie of Bodsbeck, brought 
out' after Old Mortality, though written pre- 
viously. In consequence of the delay of pub- 
lication, which was owing to Mr. Blackwood, 
it was pronounced in imitation of Sir Walter 
Scott's work ; whereas, in fact, it was a com- 
position of an earlier date. In this the Shep- 
herd was again unfortunate. 

Mr. Hogg, in his reference to these impu- 
tations of want of originality, asserts that he 
has found publishers not trust-worthy in these 
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matters ; because they do not read the rnano^ 
script themselves, but adopt the opinions of 
some one in their employment, who is paid 
for his services as a critic. 

Publishers are certainly justifiable in pro- 
tecting themselves from risk by taking advice, 
for in most instances, the public taste cannot 
be divined ; and the manuscript approved in 
private, often falls short of its imagined popu^ 
larity when it has left the press. Ail adven- 
turers in literature have this diflSculty to over- 
come ; but Mr. Hogg attributed his multiform 
casualties not only to the want of judgment 
in the publishers themselves,* but to the influ- 
ence of the aristocracy upon those publishers. 
" For my own part, I know that I have al- 
ways been looked on by the learned part of 
the community as an intruder in the paths of 
literature, and every opprobrium has been 
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thrown on me from that quarter. The walks 
of learning aro^ occupied by a powerful aristo- 
cracy, who deem that province their peculiar 
right, else what would avail them all their 
dear-bought collegiate honours and degrees ? 
No wonder they should view an intruder from 
the humble and despised ranks of the com- 
munity with a jealous and indignant eye, and 
impede his progress by every means in their 
power." This idea may, in some measure, 
have arisen from the diflSculties which beset 
his early path. We are informed, that Mr. 
Hogg has latterly been much caressed in the 
circles of which Ibe was once so suspicious. 
The caprice of the frishionable world is greater 
however than its respect for talent. The 
treatment of Burns might have been in his 
mind's eye at the moment he wrcAO'the 
sentences we haveiquoted. 
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It is tttit known, that, during the height 

of his popularity, the Ducheiis itf Gordon took 

- his arm at a fasbionftMe assembly, and dis- 

tinguished him by a marked attention. It « 
was not long, however, orjfic^ ^^ shoes were jt/u 
old, before he found the poet forgotten in the 
ploughman, and his fashionable friends turn- 
ing away their eyes from him, as he passed, 
lest he might claim the recognition they were 
, once anxious to offer. 

The Shepherd, if he has not discovered the 
keen sensibilities of the unhappy Burns, has 
been blessed with a temperament more reso- 
lute and unyielding. Reposing upon the con- 
sciousness of integrity,, and having a bold and 
manly spirit, he seems to have sustained him- 
self under vicissitude which broke the heart 
of Buma 

The neglect of the adstocracy, however 
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marked, oiever affected the SttdfAierd's trail- 
quillity to an^^^-eai degree ; and- the very in- 
dependence of his nftiHiier Jiad the effect to 
* retain the friendsliip of that poi!ti6n* of it 
which was worth possessing. 

Mr. Hogg's love of conviviality was not 
without its bad consequences. In the instance 
we are to relate, however, it led to a reconcilia- 
tion with Sir Waiter Scott. He relates of him- 
self, that, in conspquence of the dissipation pre- 
valent among the members of a curious dub, 
' ;fialled the ^^Sjight and Wfong,^^ (from a rule 

/ *. ,0f*the sociHy, that, whatever any member 
• • . J. 
.V 98ad ' Akbuld be supported >y the others, no 

^. m'atterwbi^er "xi^t or wrong,") he became 

very ill, and #9i "for three weeks undeNhe 

hanc]^ of Dr. Samdersij'^.'Sir ^fTalter, nptwith- 

standmg the warm jiopguage " * ' ' 




tflity^f the ShepQtard, and ilto Jiile||yption 
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of all intercoprse for a twelve-monditpri^vioM^ 
made daily inquiries afttrhJGii health. Efe also 
requested that he might have the best medical ^ * 
advice in Edinburghr^ithout regard te the. 
expense, which he would himself wiIlio|^y 
incur. And this, too, was accompanied by 
the condition, that the invalid should not, on 
liny account, be informed of the circum- 
stauces. This kind and considerate conduct 
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• 4 -.' ; ^*, wfes accidentally discovered some months 

afterwards^ by the convalescent, and it went 
straight to the heart of the grateful man. He 
immediately addressed an apologetical letter to 
his estranged friend, in which the whole soul 
of the writer was poured forth in apologies 
and regrets. The next day it was replied to in 
the shape of an invitation to breakfast, which 
was willingly accepted. In a walk which they 
took together the same day, the Shepherd en- 
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fl^vouredlt to introduce the subject of their 
differAtces, but ^..^alter adroitly panied 
; ^y6ty attempt to give the subject a re-considera- 
tion. He wished by-gaitite to be by^anes, and 
it is an inference of Mr. Hogg's, — now all is 
ibrgiven and forgotten, that no unfriendly 
feeling actuated the refusal to contribute to the 
Poetic Mirror. 

Mr. Hogg has recorded an anecdote of a V 

quarrel with Mr. Wilson, which had a siiddar ; f v. ' 
termination, from the magnanimity of his 
opponent. Mr. Wilson criticized a -poem of 
his, called the " Field of Waterloo," with a 
degree of severity which threw its author into 
a violent rage. He wrote tbe critic a most 
imitating letter, to which hd, received a reply, 
that was both an explanation and apology. 
This meltte^ the heart of tJie ^h^b^d, and 
has induced him since to overlook Ihe play- '' ' 
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fiiUiess, or iniscbievousneas, of many liberties 
which the same person has since taken with 
luB name. Poeme, letters, and esaays, and 
indeed many of the far-famed Noctes of 
Blackwood, have, doubtless, been palmed off 
successfully as Mr. Hogg's productions, by the 
author of the Isle of Palms. 

Mr. Hogg informs us, that his next literary 
undertaking, was the Jacobite Relics of Scot- 
land. The cause of the Stuarts, it is well 
known, went hand in hand with wild 
maoce. The attachment of the Scottid 
people to that family, survived two bloa 
^ conflicts, and the passionate loyalty whict 
the clans displayed for a great number i 
years, was only put down by the severity q 
sanguinary laws. It is very certain, if we may J 
believe the secret histories of the limes, that 
the HaDoveriaas, on coming to llis throne oL _ 
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England, displayed ar^much selfishness, and 
as great a disregard to morality, as the weak- 
minded Stuarts thenMlves. The " Jacobite 
Muse" was not slow in perceiving their errors, 
and the satire and point of the Scottish songs 
were keenly felt by the individuals at whom 
they wero aimed. 

The popularity of these productions has con- 
tinued to the present time ; and, indeed, if the 
language of the heart is any where to be dis- 

■' covered, — ifpq^thos and passion, — if truth and 

natural feeling are embodiedfin any poetry, they 

are so in these relics of the Scottish Minst|;elsy. 

There is a nationality about the Scotcb| 

^ which has always had an influence in their 
preservation, and, perhaps, among the collect- 

¥ 

ors of these memorials, none has exceeded our 
Author in zeal. We believe we hazard no- 
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thing in sajiog, that few have entered into 
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iba subjeet With more 'feelings or obtained 
okore signal success. He took great pains to 
gather every 'ifragnienty and to collect every 
fact relating to the subject, and often, in his 
researches, encountered the opposition, and 
brought upon himself the sia^iplcions, of the 
Highlanders themselves. 

i 

He has recorded several aneodotea^ fflu0» 
trative of this peculiarity. Wheft he to|d tbeSi 
he was gathering up old songs, they wcAild 
reply to him, " Ohon, mon, you surely l^aif 
had very less to do at home, and so you want 
to get some of the songs of the poor repellion- 
ers jfrotn me, and then you will gie me up to 
King Shorge, to be hanged! Hoo, no, that 
will never do, mon I" 

Of the work itself, we can only say, that it 
has taken high rank among the other collec- 
tions of the day, and no one pretends to investi- 
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gate the merits of the Ja6olnte Mmstrels, with- 
out examining the specimens obtained by Mr« 
Hogg. It was about the iMtie time that the 
W3kter Evening Tales made their appearance. 
The publishers were 01i?(MP & Boyd.^ It is be- 
lieved thattUa collection was chiefly the com- 
position €^ his eaily years, which will, in the au- 
. liiQlf)^ opiiUd^^ account for their ''blunt rustici- 
. '<f»^ Soiqe^jections have been taken to them 
dtt jBiccount of an occasional indelicacy which 
tic^ been permitted to creep into the text.* 

The author asserts that he attempted to 
di»^be things as they were, without inteQ^- ' 

ing any thing ill, and he prayarto Be lol-giveii * 

*' 
by " God and liian,^' for every word he ^fky 

have written "-injurious to religion and vir- 

tue." With such a disclaimer, even the most 

* The Bridal of PofoJtKKl, a very interesting and ori- 
ginal tale, has been objected to, on this account. 
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£gL8tidiou8 must be satisfied. The tales then^ 
selves are productions of merit. The Shep- 
herd's Calendar is a beautiful pieture of the 
incidents of a shej^erd's employment. The 
story of the Long Pack is universally popular, 
and had a circulation in the United States 

quite unprecedented. It was reprinted in 
newspapers and magazines, and was the prin- 
cipal treasure of the almanacks of the day. 

To foreign readers, it may net be amiss 
to mention, that, in no country in the world, 
is there such a quantity of almanacks annual- 
ly sold as in the United States. The Long 
Pack gave interest to some of these. 

The American edition of the Tales is 
supposed to be almost out of print. 

In the same year of the publication of 
this work, the Shepherd, tired of his bache- 
lor's life, married the youngest daughter of 
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Mr. PhillipSf of Longbridge Moor^ Annandala 
She is still living, and has proved the Poet's 
best solace in his hours of despondency. His 
cottage on the " Altrive Lake " now truly be- 
came his home, and here he has since con- 
stantly resided. 

^ His farm, which is known by that name, 
was given him in 1814, by the Duke of Buc- 
deugh, (a descendant of the Scotts of Har- 
den,) at a time when he was without a place^ 
that^ he could call his own, and while, like 
Bums^ 4)0 was alternately experiencing in 
the metropolis, the gales of success and dis^^ 
appointment. 

The Shepherd found himself unnoticed 
by t^e mass of the aristocracy, but one of its 
proudest ornamgits, the Duchess of Buc- 
cleugfa, had observed with attention the pro- 
gress of his labours. This lady, who was of 
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the Townshend famfly, on which was con- 
ferred, in 1783, the title of Sydney, had 
made it a particular request, that some fitting 
residence on the family estates in Dum^ 
fiiesshnre, should be conferred on Mr. Hogg, 
as a tribute to his talents and worth. On 
her death in 1814, her wishes appear to 
liave excited the generous impulses of her 
husbandy tieart, and in a long letter to the 
,.* £h^)i«rdl| he informed him of the regard 

» ■ 

entertained for him by the late Duchess, and 
his ready compliance with her wishes. The 
farm already mentioned was in this manner 
bestowed, the rent being made merefy nomi- 
nal, and here the poet was enabled, as he often 
congratulated himself upon his ability to do so, 
to shelter the grey head of his father, "among 
his native moors and streams, where each 
feice was that of a friend, and every hous^ 
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was a home.'' Of these two benefactors 
the poet ever speaks with gratitude, and 
in the society of the Duke of Buccleugh 
hi^;s often found happiness and gathered 
hope. It appears that the death of his V 
benefactress was soon followed by that of his 
benefactor, whom the sufferings o^ 'fa discon- 

V.- 

solate heart " brought to an early grave. 

It appears' that the later sucttes of his 
literary efforts, induced the ShephenJ'^ inn * * 
some new risks in his agricultural -pursuits. 
Ascertaining, after his marriage, that he had 

about lOOOZ. due from his different publishers, 

I. 

he resolved to try farming on a large scale, 
and accordingly took a farm adjoining his 
pwn.' The place had already ruined the two 
' previous tenants, but confidence in his ability 
to resdrt to his pen in case of necessity, in- 
duced him to make the experiment. 
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Tbe furaogemeBt required a considerabk 
outlay, a9 tb^ farm, accordiog to tbe calciil%- 
tioos of Scottish husbandry, wae to be stocked 
with one thousand ^heep, twenty cows, and 
five horses ; besides which a large expenditure 
was to be made for fencing, draining, manur- 
ing, labourers' utensils, and suitable buildings. 

Indeed, the expense would have been 
considered an insuperable objection to most 
Aipericah farmers, under similar ciicum- 
stances. Tbe Shepherd, bold and fearless, 
ventured upon the trial. But, notwithstand- 
ing the return from the farm and the gain of 
upwards of $4000 by his writings in the next 
two years, he fell into difficulties, which, 
in the end, left him in a worse situation than 
when he began ; and, at the age of sixty, 
when his lease of the second farm terminated, 
he was without six-pence in the world. His 
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losses amounted to $10,000, but he bore them 
with philosophy. The deficiency arising 
from his feurmepeculations, and which he be- 
gan to feel: in 1822, induced him once more 
to try his fortune as a writer. In a few 
months, he finished a work familiar to many 
of my readers, called "The Three Perils of 
Man : War, Women, and Witchcraft." 
Messrs. Longman & Co. printed it for him, 
and he realized a)k)ut $750 for the edition 
of one thousand copies. 

Of this production the Author speaks 
more harshly than even the critics, — " Im- 
patient to get hold of some of Messrs. Long- 
man & Co.'s money of bills, I dashed on, 
and mixed up^ with what might, bare made 
one of the best historicEJf tales our country 
ever produced^ such a mass of diablerie as 

9 
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retarded the main story and made the whole 
perfectly ludicrous." *r 

The next year he puUished "The Three 
Perils of Women," which produced him 
the same sum of money. This, in his 
opinion, possessed "absurdity as well as 
pathos." 

" I was then," says Mr. Hogg, " writing 
as if in desperation, but I now see matters in 
a different light." This it a. common feeling 
when we bring a cool dispassionate judgment 
to bear upon our previous efforts made under 
any excitement ; but we imagine the con- 
demnation of the work in question leans lo 
the extreme of severity. 

In 1824, he published anonymously, a 
book lull of "horrors," called "Confessions 
of a Sinner." It sold tolerably well, but 
never produced any thing to the Author. 
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A previous work, in one volume, with 'if 

"Which we have no acquaintance, from the 
same publishers, had no better fate. They 
were, howler, offered a third, called " Lives 
of Eminent Men," which they refused, be- 
cause the former works had been censured. 
With all due regard to our esteemed Bard, 
we should suppose this last was an under- 
taking, to which, conpidering the turmoil 
of his life, he <$lii|^ .scarcely have brought 
the necessary research. It is not necessary 
here to enlarge upon the pecuniary transac- 
tions connected with these publications. 

The failure of the " Queen Hynde," as 
we have already mentioned, so discouraged 
him, that he resolved never again to attempt 
a long poem, and he continued for many 
years afterwards to write shorter pieces, 
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which have been the gems of Blackwood and 
of other mag€izineB and annuals. 

Among these was a poetical Masque, con*- 
taining many fine songs, writte^ during the 
visit of George lY. to Scotland, whidb was 
published by Blackwood, and for which the 
only return the Author received was thie 
thanks of the King, in a note from Sir Robert 
Peel. Amid the embarrassments resulting 
from his accumulated losstt^Jie was relieved 
to the amount of $1000 by the publication of 
an edition of his best poems, in four volumes, 
by Messrs. Constable & Co. 

Blackwood, according to the Shepherd's 
account, had driven him almost " beyond the 
bounds of human patience." Besides having 
been narrow and contracted in his dealings, 
he has misrepresented him in his magazine. 
No longer a contributor where he had been a 
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founder, he complains that his sentiments 
have been caricatured, and his words mis- 
quoted. The American reader of Blackwood 
must have noticed in the celebrated articles 
called The Noctes, that the Shephei^^has 
often appeared there as a very singular cha- 
racter, and we have not a single doubt that 
his boldness of opinion has often been dis- 

ft 

torted into whimsicality, and indifference to 

propriety. 

Of this publisher he says, " I have often 

been urged to restrain and humble him by 

leged measures, as an incorrigible offender 

deserves. I know I have it in my power, 

and if he dares me to the task, I want but a 

hair to make a tether ofP That all this is 

not^ said without provocation, may be inferred 

from an observation in an article of the 

Quarterly Review, and we cannot help 

9* 
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quoting it in this place as irrefragable proof 
of the Shepherd's just cause of complaint. 

''A more worthy, modest, sober, and loyal 
man does not exist in his Majesty's do- 
minions, than this distinguished poet, whom 
some of his waggish friends have taken up 
the idea of exhibiting in print as a sort of 
boozing buiSx>n, and who is now, instead of 
revelling in the license of tavern suppers and 
party politics, bearing up as he may, against 
severe and unmerited misfortunes, in as 
dreary a solitude as ever nursed the melan- 
choly of a poetical temperament." 

In 1829, Mr. Hogg proposed the publica- 
tion of a series of Tales, to be called the 
Altrive Tales, from the name of his residence. 
A series of negotiations with Mr. Blackwood 
for their publication ended unsuccessfully, and 
with this result, souring him against the Bail- 
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lie, he went to Liondon and secured the publi« 
cation of the first volume there. Cochrane <fc 
Co. brought it out, in 1832, in a very hand* 
some form. The plan was to publish twelve 
volumes of Tales collected among, the Scot* 

4 

tish Peasantry, and the Author considers the 
projected work as a probable inheritance for 
his children, if not a legacy to his 6ountry. 
Mr. Hogg's visit to London was, we be- 
lieve, on the whole unfortunate. His pub- 
lishers failed, and he was driven to the 
necessity of throwing himself upon the kind- 
ness of his literary friends for temporary as- 
sistance. We are not certain whether this 
visit to London was made before or after the 
failure of Mr. Cochrane. Be that as it may, 
the Shepherd was, for the time, the theme of 
the newspapers, and a favoured visitant in 
the houses of the great;^ He was the princi* 
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Mdi WW loasted^'ft^ DOooqpiiiKleiited in th^ 
loost ^itfiting ttasiter. iSir iJohn lldcidmj 

'^•^'* "^ I"*-"' '-'^ 

pftrdeidBriytt Bbtoiy ol Oeiitrd India, pt6^ 

1^. OA^^iSI«|^^id% li^tb lairing given, 
h^ i;eMiMed iiJB aaic^^ a cha^^ 

imcteriBtio j^liddreiB, and related many anec^ 
dotes connected with his own life, obe of 
which we have already mentioned.^ 

We believe that he has since published 
anel||er edition of the Queen's Wake, and a 
volume of Poems, called the Queer Book. 

The nobility subscribed Uberally, and one 
hundred pounds were transmitted him to 
relieve his immediate Embarrassments. Since 
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that period his literary efforts have beeO: of 
a miscellaneous character, although there 
can be no doubt that he has been engaged 
in the continuationi of the Altrive Tales, 
if not of other works of a. different stanip* 
He still resides at Altrive. In its neigh- 
bourhobd the population is thin, and the 
land not very fertile. His house is neat and 
comfortable, without bmng large. .. Its. situa- 
tion is picturesque, and it is surrounded with 
all the temptations which the angler and 
fowler find so irresistible. 

A trout brook runs past the door, and the 
Yarrow and St. Mary's Loch are not &r 
distant. Inside, the quick eye and readjMatid 
of Mrs. Hogg are evident in the neatness of 
the arrangements ; while a select Ubrary, 
various pieces of plate, and sporting utensils 
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of different kinds, the gifts of friends, natu- 
rally attract the attention of visitors. 

He is exceedingly fond of fishing and of 
the athletic sports still popular in Scotland, 
and never fails to give a hearty welcome to 
those who break in upon his retreat. 

The following is a list of his works, as 
&r as we have been able to ascertain them. 

The Queen's Wake. 

PUgrims of the Sun. 

The Hunting of Badlewe. 

Madoc of the Moot. 

Poetic Mirror. 

Dramatic Tales. 

Btowoie of Bodsbeck. 

Winter Evening Tales. ' 

Sacred Mdodies. 

Bolder Gadand. 

Jacobite Relics of Scotland. 
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The Spy. 

Queen Hynde. 

The Three Perils of Man. 

The Three Perils of Woman. 

Confessions of a Sinner. 

The Shepherd's Calendar. 

A Selection of Songs. 

The Queer Book. 

The Royal Jubilee. 

The Mountain Bard. 

The Forest Minstrel. '^ 

The Altrive Tales. 

The particular circumstances which have 
occasioned the publication of the present 
work in this country, the accompanying 
familiar Anecdotes of Sir Walter Scott, are 
perhaps not unworthy a place in this notice 
of their author. 

It was well known to some of the friends 



of Ihifl gifiad Bard, that, notwitliflaiuUolf his 
# untiring industrjihe waanitfll unfiirtimatfl^ 

and that thei Jbi ]angu$ta d^nd was still 
presong upsciihiili untlHiiidsieEt^d -sittirdrity. 
It was a natural: wiA^ di^refcM^ ial aid him 

that may be tenn^rlii^ii}, w^dre made, in 
ordi^ to induce hkii MMamtuiK&xe the 
I American public, as^Ki lotntsfl^iitor to an 
estaUished periodical IBieupcfukurity of 
his writit^ made his lit^ary aid desirable. 
Large editions of his principal works had 
been sdd in this country^ and most of them 
are now out of print It was but a few days 
since, that the writer of the Sketch, was in a 
well-known booknstore, wh^i a ](ilainly dress- 
ed countryman came in,i and inquired if 
the Brownie of Bodsbeck was on sale there. 
On being informed that there was not a 
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sii^le: copy to be had, he expressed his 
surprise and remarked that where he lived, 
he could sell eighty Gopies if he had them. 

In refdy to the propositions made the 
Shepherd, of theiriendly character alluded to, 
a commumcatbn was received of a very 
interesting nature. 

In a letter dated the 7th March last, he 

ex[n:essed himself in these words. ^^ I am 

most proud of being valued so highly by my 

transatl^mtic brethren, it unluckily happens, 

that the older I grow, and the more unfit for 

mental exertion, the more it is required. I 

published, the last spring, the Altrive Tales, 

and in summer, the Clueer Book. If the 

* latter has nd^ y^ found its way to any of the 

presses of the States, it might be of some 

value to you, as all my best ballads, both 

humorous and pathetic, are included; but 
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a few of them have appeared in Black- 
wood. 

" I am, hkewise, engaged to commence a 
series of tales in November, which will run 
from ten to twelve volumes. For though I 
was a poor shepherd more than half a cen- 
tury ago, I have still got no larlher than a 
poor shepherd to this day." 

The same letter contained a proposition to 
transfer the copy-right of all his English pub- 
lications, as they caiue out. But this, by the 
copy-right law of the United Stales, was im- 
practicable. Our laws have hitherto shut 
out the productiona of fcHreign writers from a 
participation with our own in the advantages 
of American publication. And ' although it 
was thus, probably, intended to place the pro- 
duct of the brain on the same footing with 
that of the hand, the necessities were dis- 
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similar. In mechanical inventions the En- 
glish had the advantage, and in that, protec- 
tion placed us somewhat nearer in the com- 
mon results. But in the products of the brain, 
natural talent and native genius were fully 
able to take care of themselves, under ordi- 
nary competition. 

Mr. Hogg was, of course, informed of the 
difficulties in the way, in consequence of the 
discrimination by our law between the pro- 
ductions of foreigners and native citizens. 

A letter was subsequently received from 
him, and with it came the manuscript of the 
Familiar Anecdotes. 

If we are not mistaken, they were in- 
tended for the personal examination of Sir 
Walter Scott's son-in-law, Mr. Lockhart, 
who has announced a forthcoming Life of 
the Author of Waverley. Whether this 
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gentleman considered the Anecdotes ao ia- 
Lerfeieace with his owu work, or as beiog of 
too familiar a cast, we do not know, but they 
were n'ithdrawn by tlie Shepherd, and imme- 
diately transmitted to America. 

The letter authorizing their publication 
liei'^ contained these words: — "They are, 
therefore, wholly yours ; unappropriated, and 
your own. Publish them in what shape or 
form, or in as many shapes and forms as 
yoii like," 

The Editor, in acc^ting them as unre- 
servedly as they were bestowed, did so with 
the hope of turning their puMication to the 
account of the Author. It was deemed 
advisable to prefix to them a short notice of 
the Shepherd, imperfect though H be, both 
M ft just .trU)ute to his extraordinary talent, 
uid OB an iostrudive leesoo to those who 
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possess the gifts of nature, unassisted by birth 
and education. 

Sir Walter Scott has elaborately attempt- 
ed to show, that his birth and family, of 
themselves, entitled him to the favourable no- 
tice of the world, and, in tracing back his 
pedigree to the Scotts of Harden, furniloed, 
as he imagined, conclusive testimony of his 
claims. In this, we imagine, he has shown 
a slight weakness of character, since, if we 
take from him his reputation as the author of 
the most admirable romances in the English 
language, we strip him of those qualities 
which have made him the admiration of 
mankind. 

The Shepherd has, in no instance, dis- 
covered a disposition to make any other 
pretensions to public flavour than those which 

become the raoA unpretending of the pas- 
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mral race. His aame, it is true, belongs to 
a poet of early date, whose luuse is not 
without merit and whose memory is pre- 
served in the annab of Scotland. But he 
TtiWef solely on his actual position, for the 
good-^vill of the literary world, and by hi» 
contributions to letters, he is willing to stand 
or fall. 

Merit like his, however reluctantly it 
may have been welcomed into the ranks of 
the Aristocracy of England, will be bailed 
with edncere pleasare in our Republic. He 
has pueed the period of probetion. It is not 
in the power of criticism, however able, to 
destroy the lustre of his well-deserved feme. 

In his delinealioni of ^ Walter Scott, 
he has been influenced by the kve of truth, 
Uie)>aitialiliy.(rf' ulmkatkui, the frankness of 
frieodab^- >Hq ,bfi9. obacrved much fii that 
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great man, which was not visible to less 
femiliar eyes. The Author of Waverley, — 
in his library, with its carved ceiling, its 
twenty thousand volumes, and its tall silver 
urn filled with the bones of Grecian heroes, — 
seemed like the Guardian Genius of Auti- 
quity ; and his visitors ap^oached him with 
veneration. The poet of Ettrick saw him 
as the poet of Abbotsford, and to one who 
WOTships in the temple of nature, all other 
worshippers there, seem but human. It is 
in this point of view, it stiikes us, that Mr. 
Hogg has described Sir Walter Scott, and he 
enaUes us to see him in a more natural and 
pleasing form, or at least one that more allies 
him to men in general, than we have hither- 
to been: able to do. 

The Shepherd is an extraordinary man, 
'^ Endowed by nature with a rich and lively 
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imagination, a heart full of the finest sensi- 
bilities, and ait understanding at once acute 
and profound, and having lived for many 
years the most poetical of lives in one of the 

I most poetical of regions, it is no wonder that 
he should have become a deep and graceful 

. poet of pastoral existence." 

Energetic, imaginative, and bold, his 
compositions are full of originality and 
power. Mr. Cunningham, in his recent 
History of the Lileroture of the last Fifty 
Years, places him below Bums in "pas- 
sionate ecetacy." This may be owing to the 
difference in their nervous temperaments. 
Both poets came from the humblest walks in 

; life, both have been ardent lovers of the 
female character, but the Ettrick Shepherd 
while he had the canopy of Heaven above 
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hio), seems never to hare coveted any other 
shelter. 

Fond of rural sports, athletic in his 
frame, a good bowman, an unerring shot, a 
keen angler, he has felt himself independent, 
while ^' the world was all before him where to 
choose." 

Burns, on the contrary, was happiest 
when others guided his path, or led him 
onward in the hope of patronage. When his 
friends deserted him, his own courage proved 
traitorous, and he died, " before his time," of 
a broken heart." 

Mr. Hogg scarcely knows what despon- 
dency has been. When badly treated, he has 
forgiven his enemy, or laid about him indig- 
nantly with his quarter-staff. If he fails in 
his attempts he straightway tries his for- 
tune again. With his firiends, he is gay, 
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frank, hospitable. To him, nothing comes 
amisE- The crack of his gun is heard, ever 
and anon, upon the Yarrow side. The play 
of his rod ripples the surface of St. Mary's 
Loch. In his library, he ails down to study 
witli a cheerful heart, in his parlour he is the 
soul of kindnesa to hie affectionate wife, the 
fondest of parents to his "sonsie bairns." 
He is truly the " Chief of the Peasant School 
of Poets," and as long as the language of 
nature is kindred to human hearts, his works 
will be the subject of constant admiration. 
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In the following miscellaneous narrative, 
I do not pretend to give a life of my illus- 
trious and regretted friend. That has been 
done by half-a-dozen already, and will be 
given by his son-in-law fully and clearly — the 
only man who is thoroughly qualified for the 
task, and is in possession of the necessary 
documents. The whole that I presume to 
do, is, after an intimate acquaintance of thirty 
years, to give a few simple and personal 

anecdotes, which no man can give but my- 
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sdf. It is wdl knawn what Sir Walter was 
in bis study, but these are to show what he 
was jn Um| parloiiTi in tiis ^imily, and among 
bis acquaintances; and, in giving them, I 
shall in nothing eictenuate, or set down atight 
through partiality, and as for malice, that is 
out of the questfen. ^ 

a 

The first time I ever saw Sir Walter was 
oneifine ds^ int^e summer ellSOl. I was 
busily engaged working in the SiM at Ettrieli^ 
house, when old Wat Shiel came posting 
over the water to me and told me that I boud 
to gang away down to the Ramsey-cleuch as 
fast as my feet could carry me, for there were 
some gentlemen there who wanted to see me 
directly. 

" Wha can be at the Ramsey-cleuch that 
want to see me, Wat." 

''I coudna say, for it wasna me they 
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spake to i' the bygangin', but I'm thinking 
it's the Shirra an' some o' his gang." 

" I was rejoiced to hear this, for I had 
seen the first volumes of the " Minstrelsy of 
the Border," and had copied a number of 
ballads from my mother's recital, or chaunt 
rather, and sent them to the editor prepara- 
tory to the publication of a third volume. I 
accordingly flung down my hoe and hasted 
away home to put on my Sunday clothes, but 
before reaching it I met the Shirra and 
Mr. William Laidlaw, coming to visit me. 
They alighted, and remained in our cottage 
a considerable time, perhaps, nearly two 
hours, and we were friends on the very first 
exchange of sentiments. It could not 
otherwise, for Scott had no duplicity about 
him, he always said as he thought. My 
mother chaunted the ballad of Old Maitlan' 
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toliim, with which he was highly delighted, 
and asked her if ahe thougbt it ever bad 
been in print? And her answer was, '^ O 
na, na, lir, it never was printed ? the world, 
for my brathers ai^ me learned it an' many 
mae frae aidd Andrew Moor, and he learned 
it frae auld Baby Mettlin, wha was house- 
keeper to the first laird of Tushilaw. She 
Iras 4Hdd to hai6' been another nor a gude 
aae, an' theve are many qveer stories about 
heoBeP, bat O, she had been a grand singer 
o' auld songs an' ballads." 

" The first laird of Tushilaw, Margaret?" 
said he, '^ then that must be a very old story 
indeed?" 

" Ay, it is that, sir ! It is an auld story ! 
But mair nor that, excepting George Warton 
an' James Stewart, there war never ane o' 
my sahgs prentit till ye prentit them yourseP, 
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an' ye hae spoUt them awthegither. They 
were made for smging an' no for reading ; 
but ye hae broken the charm now, an' they'll 
never be sung mair. An' the worst thing of 
a', they're nouther right spell'd nor right 
setten down." 

"Take ye that, Mr. Scott," said Laid- 
law. 

Scott answered with a hearty laugh, and 

the quotation of a stanza from Wordsworth, 

on which my mother gave him a hearty rap 

on the knee with her open hand, and said, 

" Ye'll find, however, that it is a' true that 

I'm tellin' ye." My mother has been too 

true a prophetess, for from that day to this, 

these songs, which were the amusement of 

every winter evening, have nev^r been sung 

more. 

We were all to dine at Ranosey-cleuch 
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with the Messrs, Brydon, but Scoit and Laid- 
Iftw went away to look at some monuTnents 
in Ettrick church-yard, and some other rfd 
thing, 1 have forgot what, and I was to fol- 
tow. On going into the stable-yard at Ram- 
eey-cleuch I met witii Mr. Scott's groom, a 
greater original than hie master, at whom I 
asked if the Shirra was come ? 

" Oo ay, lad, the Shirra's come," said he. J 
" Are ye the chap that mak's the au!d bal- 
lads, an' sings them sae weel ? " 

I sfud, I fancied I was he that he meant, 
though I could not «ay that I had ever made 
ony very auld haDAds. 

" Ay, then, lad, gai^ your ways into the 
house, and speir for the ShiTra. They'll let 
ye see where he is, an' he'll be yery glad to 
see ye, that Fll assure ye o'." 

During ' the sociality of the evening, the 
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discourse ran v^ much on the different 
breeds of sheep, that everlasting drawback on 
the community of Ettrick Forest. The ori- 
ginal black-fiw^ forest breed being always 
denominated the short sheep, and the Che- 
viot breed the long sheep. The disputes at 
that time ran very high about the practicable 
profits of each. Mr. Scott, who had come into 
that remote district to visit a bard of Nature's 
own making and preserve what little fragmeats 
remained of the country's legendary lore, felt 
himself rather bored with the everlasting 
question of the long and short sheep. So, 
at length, putting on his most serious calcu- 
lating face, he turned to Mr. Walter Brydon, 
and said, ^'I am rather at a loss regarding 
the merits of this very important question. 
How long must a sheep actually measure to 
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come under the deDominatioii of a long 
sheep 1 " 

I Mr. Brydon, who, in the aimplicity of his 

heart, neither perceived the quiz nor ihe re- 
proof, fell to anairer with great sincerity, "It's 
the woo', sir ; it's the woo' that mak's the 
difference, the lang sheep hae the short woo' 

' an' the short sheep hae the lang thing, an' 
these are just kind o' names we gie them, ye 
see." 

Laidlaw got up a great guSaw, on which 
Scott could not preserve his face of strict cal- 
culation any longer ; it went gradually awry, 
and a hearty laugh followed. When I saw 
the very same words repeated near the begin- 
ning of the Black Dwarf, how could I he mis- 
taken of the author? It is tnie that Johnte Bal- 
laatyne swore me into a nominal acquiescence 
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to the contrary for several yeare, but in my 
own mind I could never get the better oi that 
and several other similar coincidences. 

The next day we went off, five in number, 
to visit the wilds of Ranklebum, to see if, on 
the farms of Buccleuch and Mount Comyn, 
the original possession of the Scotts^ there 
were any relics of antiquity which could 
mark out the original residence of the chiefs 
whose distinction it was to become the pro- 
prietors of the greater part of the border 
districts. We found no repaains of either 
tower or fortalice, save an old chapel and 
church-yard, and the remnants of a kiln-miU 
and mill-dam, where com never grew, but 
where, as old Satchells very appropriately 
says: 

<<Had heather b^lls been eom 6* the best, 
The Buceleudi mill would have had a noble grist.'' 
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It must have been used for grmding the 
chiefs black mails, which it ib well known 
were all paid to him in kind ; and an im- 
mense deal of victual is still paid to him ia 
the same way, the ongin of which no man 
knowa. 

Besides having been mentioned by Sat- 
chelh, the most fabulous historian that ever 
wrote, there was a remaining tradition in tha 
country that there was a foot-stone of blue 
marble, out of which the ancient heirs of 
Buccleuch were baptized, covered up among 
the ruins of th« old church. Mr. Scott was 
curious to see if we could discover it, hut on 
going among the ruins where the altar was 
known to have been,' we found the rubbish 
at that spot dug out to the foundation, we 
knew not by whom, but it was manifest 
that the font had other been taken away, or 
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that there was none there. I never heard 
since that it had ever been disicovered by any 
one. 

As there appeared, however, to have been 
a sort of recess in the eastern gable, we fell 
a turning over some loose stones, to see if the 
baptismal font was not there, when we came 
to one-half of a small pot encrusted thick 
with rust. Mr. Scott's eyes brightened and 
he swore it was part of an ancient consecrated 
helmet. Laidlaw, however, fell a picking 
and scratching with great patience until at 
last he came to a layer of pitch inside, and 
then, with a malicious sneer, he said, " The 
truth is, Mr. Scott, it's nouther mair nor less 
than an auld tar-pot, that some of the far- 
mers hae beaa ' buisting their sheep out o' i' 
the kirk lang eyne.^ Sir Walter's shaggy 
eye-brows dipped deep over his eyes, and. 
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suppressing a emile, he turned and strode 
away as ^t as he could, saying, that " we 
had just rode all the way to see that there 
was nothing to be seen." 

He was, at that lime, a capital horseman, 
and was riding on a terribly high-spirited 
grey nag, which had the perilous fancy of 
leaping every drain, rivulet, and ditch that 
came in our way. The consequence was, 
that he woa everketingly bogging himself, 
while sometimes the rider kept ills seat in spite 
of the animide' plunging, and at other tlnaes 
ite was oUiged to extricate hitneelf the best 
way he could. In coming ihrough a plaee 
called the Milsey Bog, I said to him, " Mr. 
Scott, that's the maddeat de'il'of a heast I 
ever saw. Can you no gar him tak' a wee 
mail time ? he's just out o' ae lair intil ano- 
ther wi' ye." 
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*J Ay," said he, " he and I have been vj^y 
often like the Pechs {Picts) these two days 
past, we could stand straight up and tie the 
latchets of our shoes." I did not understand 
the allusion, nor do I yet, but those were his 
words, y 

We visited the old castles of Tushilaw 
and Thirlstane, dined and spent the after- 
noon and the night with Mr. Brydon of 
Crosslee. Sir Walter was all the while in 
the highest good hurrtour, and seemed to en- 
joy the range of mountain solitude which we 
traversed, exceedingly. Indeed, I never saw 
him otherwise in the fields. On the rugged 
mountains, and even toiling in the Tweed to 
the waist, I have seen his glee surpass that 
of all other men. His memory, or, perhaps 
I should say, his recollection, was so capa- 
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gi tion of what I have witnessed regarding^ it 

would not gain credit. When in Edinburgh, 
and even at Abbotsford, I was oflen obliged 
to app^ to him for references in my 
historical tales, that so I might relate nothing 
of noblemen and gentlemen named that was 
not strictly true. I never found hirq at fault. 
In that great library, he not only went uni- 
formly straight to the book, but ere ever he 
stirre4* from the spot, turned up the page 
which contained the information I wanted. 
I saw a pleasant instance of this retentiveness 
of memory recorded lately of him, regarding 
Campbell's Pleasures op Hope, but I 
think I can relate a more extraordinary one. 
He, and Skene of Rubislaw, and I were 
out one night about midnight, leistering 

* ■ 

'' kippers in Tweed, about the end of January, 
iu>t long after the opening of the river for 
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flsbiiig, which was then on the tenth, and 
Scott having a great range of the river him- 
self, we went up to the side of the Rough 
haugh of Eiibank ; but when we ^ame to 
kindle our light, behold our peat was gone 
out. This was a terrible disappointment, 
but to think of giving up our sport was out 
of the question, so we had no other shift save 
to send Rob Fletcher all the way through 
the darkness, the distance of two mitee, for 
another fiery peat. 

The night was mild, calm, and as dark 
as pitch, and while Fletcher was absent we 
three sat down on the brink of the river, on 
a little green sward which I never will forget, 

« 

and Scott d«d|6d me to sing them my ballad 
of " Gilman'&^leuch." Now, b6 it remem- 
bered, that this ballad had never been printed, 
I had merely composed it by rote, and, on 

7 , /■ / -' ■' -' . 
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fiuishiof it three years before, had sui^ iC 
once over to Sir Walter. I began it, at hi» 
request, but al the eighth or Dinth Bluaza. I 
stuck in it, and could not get on with another 
verse, on which he began it again and recited 
it every word from beginning to end. It 
being a very long ballad, constaling of eighty- 
eight EtanzaB, I testified my aslonishraent,. 
knowing that he had never heard it but' 
once, and even then did not appear to be 
paying particular attention. He said he had 
been out with a pleasure party rb far as the 
opening of the Frith <^ Forth, and, to amuse 
the company, be had recited both that ballad, 
and one of Southey's, (T^ Abbot of Aber- 
' b:oth*ck,) both of which baUlda he had only 
heard once from their respective aulbors,. 
and be believed J^ recited ihem both without, 
misplacing a word. ^. 
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Rob Fletcher came at last, and old Mr. 
Laidlaw of the Peel with him, carrpng a lan- 
tern, and into the river we plunged in a frail 
bark which had suffered some deadly damage 
in bringing up. We had a fine blazing light, 
and ihb salmon began to appear in plenty, 
"turning up sides like swine;" but wo be 
to us, our boat began instantly t9 manifest a 
disposition to sink, and in a few minutes we 
reacIM Gleddie's Weal, the deepest pool in 
all that part of Tweed. When Scott saw 
^ the terror that his neighbour old Peel was in, 
he laughed till the tears blinded fans' eyes. 
Alwa^ the more mischief the better sport for 

« 

him. " Bor GoA% sake, push her to the 
side ! " roared -Peel. ^^Oh, she goes fine,'^* ' 
said^Scott. 



% 1. 



" * An' gin the boat war botljimless, 
An* seven miles to Mr.' '' 
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A vene of an old eoag ; and during the 
very time be u'aG reciting these lines, dowa 
veat the boat to the LKJltom, plunging us fiU i 
iDtu Tweed, over head and ears, ll was no \ 
sport to me, at all, for 1 had no change of rai- 
meat at Ashiesteel, but that was a glorious 
night for Scott, and the next day was no 



^H I remeinbet leaving my own cottage 

^H - here one morning n^itb him, accompEmied bjr 

^P^ my dear friend, William Laidlaw, and Sir 

Adam .Fergusou, Co visit tjie (c^ineudouB 

rnlitii^lK 'nf U#t^kene and th^ prey-mar^a- 

taiL I conduuted them through that wild 

J',:.,'. region by a path, which, if not nxle by 

' T& V', ■f^'Clayers, as reported, nevei ' was rode by 

f^ another gentleman. Sir Adam rode ioad- 

vertanUy into a gulf and got a sad fr^ht, 

y' but Sir Walter, in the very wojrst path?, 
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never dismounted, save at Loch-^jeepe to 
take some dinA^ We went to Moffat that 
night, where we met with Lac^ l^cott and 
Sophia, and sucb» day and night of glee I-. 
never witnessed. Our tery perils teere to 
him matter of infinite merriment ; and then - 
there was a short tempered boot-boy at the 
inn, who wanted to pick a qtlarrd with him 
for some of his sharp retorts, ai*which Scott 
laughed till the water ran over his cheeks. 

I was disappointed in never seeing some 
incident in his subsequent works laid >^ if 
a scene resembling the ni^ed lioUi^de * 
around Loeh-Skene, for I never saw him sur-^ 
vey ainy with so much attention. A single 
serious look at a scene generally filled hi^ 
mind with it, and he seldom took another. 
But, here, he took the names, of all the hills, 
their altitudes, and relative situations with re- 
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gard to one another, and made me repeat 
these several times. Such a scene may 
in some of hie worka which I have not seen, 
and I think it will, for he has rarely ever 
been known to interest himself either in a 
scene or a character, which did not appear 
afterwards in all its moat striking pecu- 
liarities. 

There are not above three people nnyr 
living, who, 1 thiak, knew Sir Walter better 
and who understood his character better thaa 
I did, and T once declared that if I out- 
lived Um, I'.BhouId draw a mental and 
jamiliar portrait of him, the likeness of 
whish to the original could not be dis- 
>■■■ pDted. la the meantime, this is only a 
reminiscence, in my own homely way, of 
sn illustrious friend among the mountains. 
That revered friend is now gtme, and the 
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following pages are all that I deem my- 
self at liberty to publish concerning him. 

The enthusiasm with which he recited 
and spoke of our ancient ballads, during that 
first tour through the Forest, inspired me 
with a determination immediately to begin 
and imitate them, which I did, and soon 
grew tolerably good at it. I dedicated " The 
Mountain Bard," to him : \:. 

Bless'd be his generous heart, for aye, 

He told me where the relic lay, 

Pointed my way with ready will, it. 

Afar on Ettrick's wildest hill ; 

Watch'd my first ootes with curious eye, 

And wonder'd at my minstrelsy : 

He little ween'd a parent's tongue '' 

Of '** ^ 

Such strains had o'er my cradle sung, I 

The only foible I ever could discover in 
the character of Sir Walter, was a too strong 
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leaQiag to the old aristocracy of the country. 
Hia devotion for titled rank was prodigious, 
and, in euch an illustrioue character, alto- 
gether out of plaoe. It amounted almost 
to adoration, and, not to mention the nu- I 
meroua nobility whom I have met at hie own . 
house and in his company, I shall give a few 
instances of that sort of feeling in him to I 
which I allude. 

Although he, of course, acknowledged 
Buccleuch as the head and chief of the whole * 
clan of Scott, yet he always acknowledged 
Harden as hia immediate chieftain, and head 
of that powerful and numerous sept of the 
name, and Sir Walter was wont often to 
relate] how he, and his father before him, 
and his grandfather before that, always kept 
their Christmas with Harden in acknow- 
ledgment of their vassalage. This lie used 
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to tell with a d^ee of exultation, which I 

always thought must have been astounding 

to every one who heard it ; as if his illustrious 

name did not throw a Maze of ^lory on the 

house of Harden a hundred times more than 

that van of old border barbarians, however 

brave, could throw over him. ^ 

He was, likewise, descended from the 

chiefs of Haliburton and Rutherford, on the 

maternal side, and to the circumstance of his 

descent from these three houses he adverted 

so often, mingling their arms in his es- 
« 
cutcheon, that to me, alas ! who, to this day 

could never be brought to discover any dis- 
tinction in ranks, save what was constituted 
by talents or moral worth, it appeared per- 
fectly ludicrous, thinking, as no man could 
help thinking, of the halo which his genius 
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shed over those families, while he only valued 
himself aa a. descendant of theirs. 

I may menttoD one other instance, at 

u which I was bath pleased and mortified. 

^ We chanced to meet at a great festival at 

BowJiill, when Duke Charles was living and 
in g'ood health. The company being 
numerous, there were two tablea set in 
dining-room, one along and one acrt 
They were nearly of the same length, 

^H^ at the one along the middle of the rooM' 

^r all the ladies were sealed luixed nllernaleJ/ 

with gentlemen, and at this table all were 
noble, save, if I remember aright, Sir Adam 
Ferguson, whoee everlasting good humour 
insures bim a passport into every company. 
But I, having bad some chat with the ladies 
before dinner, and always rather a fbttered 
pet with them, imagined they could not pos- 
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dbly live without me, and placed myself 
among them. But I had a friend at the 
cross table, at the head of the room, who saw 
better. Sir Walter, who presided there, arose 
and addressing the Duke of Buccleuch, re- 
quested of him, as a particular favour and 
obligation, that he would allow Mr. Hogg to 
come to his table, for that, in fact, he could 
not do without him ; and, moreover, he 
added, 

If ye reave the Hoggs o' Fauldshope, 
Ye hurry Harden's gear. 

I, of course, got permission, and retired to 

Sir Walter's table, when he placed me on the 

right hand of the gentleman on his rig)it 

hand, who, of course, was Scott of Hardelb ' 

And yet, notwithstanding the broad insii^ua* 

lion about the Hoggs of Fauldshope, I sat 
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beside that eeteemed gentiemaQ the who}e 
Dight, and alt the while took him for an 
English clergymao ! I knew there were 
some two or three clei^ymen of rank there, 
Goanected with the family, and I todc 
Harden for one of them ; and though i was 
mistaken, I still say, he ought to have been 
one. I was dumb-lbundcred next day, when 
the Duke told nie, that ray divine whom I 
thought BO much of, was Scott of Harden, ' 
for I would have hked so well lo htive talked ' ' 
with him about old matters, my forefathers 
having been vassals under that house, on the 
lands of Fauldshope, for more than two cai^ 
tunes, and were only obliged to change mas- 
tats with the change <^ proprietors. It was 
doubtless owing (o,4hia coimection, that my 
£Uhei bad instilled into fpy youthful mind so 
many tiaditions relating to the bouse , ^ 
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Harden of whidi l bave made considerable 
use. 

But the anecdote which I intended to 
relate, before my ruUng^ jassion of egotism 
came across me, was this. When the dinner 
caiM^to be served, Sir Walter refused to let 
a dish he seL.on our tabloi which had not 
been first presented to the Duke and the 
nobility. •" No, no ! " said he. " This is 
literally a meeting of the Clan and its ad- 
herents, and we shall have one dinner in the 
feudal style, it may be but for once in our 
lives," 

^\^ As soon as the Duke perceived this 
whim, he admitted of it, although I believe 
the dishes were merdy set down and \ifted 
again. In the meantimf)^ the venison and 
beef stood on the code-board, which :wa8 free 
jtk ftU) so that we were all alike busy from the 
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^ beginning. At the end of our libations, and 

Wt before we parted, some time in the course of 

the morning, the Duke set his one foot on 
the talile and the other on his chair, request- 
ing us all to do the same, with which every 
man complied, and in that position he ning, , 
" Johnie Oope, are ye wanking yet ? " while 
all joined in the choniB. Sir Walter set hiv 
weak foot on tlie tahle and kept his position 
. steadily, apparently more firm than when b« 

^VV stood on the floor, joining in the chonn 

with his straight-forward bass voice witb 
^reat glee, enjoying the whole scene exceed- 
ingly, aa he did every scene of hilarity that 
I ever saw. But though a more social com- 
panion never was bora, he never filled hink- 
■elf drunk. He took always his wine after 
dinner, and, at least for upwards of twenty- 
years, a little gin toddy after supper, hat ha 
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was uniformly* moderate in eating and drink- 
ing. He liked- a good breakfadt, bat often 
confessed* that he never knew what a good 
breakfest was till he came to my cottage, 
but he should never want it againy and he 
kept steadfly to his resolution. 

He was a most extraordinary Using. 
How> or when he cosoiposed his voluminous 
works, no man could tell. When in Edin- 
burgh, he ' was bound to the Parliament- 
house all the forenoon. He never was 
denied' to any living, neither lady nor gaxtle- 
many poor nor ridh, and he never seemed dis- 
composed when intruded on, but always good- 
humoured and kind. Many a time have I 
been sorry for him, for I have remained in his 
^tody, m Oastle-street, in hopes to get a ' quiet 
Word'of him, and witnesM the adixiission of 



'..*: 






ten intruderb, htehytity^MM^^ 

13» 


'Noblemm, 




• 


^ 
•'^' 




+ 

« 


1 ' • 


'V 


•iii 


* ■ 


s^ 




^ 





I' 



ISO VAKtLIAR ANBCDOTSa OF 



^ 



»; 



gentlemeo, painters, poete, and playere, atl 
crowded to Sir WEiIter, not to mention book- 
sellers and printere, who were nevei absent, 
but these apoke to him privately. When i 
Abbolsford, for a number of years hia liouM 
was almost constantly filled with company, 
lor there was a eomepondence carried on, and 
always aa one freight went away, another i 
came. It was impossible not to be sorry for 1 
the liine of such a man thus broken ia 
upon. ' I felt it exceedingly, and once, when 
I went down by parlicular iavltation to stay 
a fcHtnight, I had not the heart to slay any 
longer than three days, and that space wag 
generally the length of my Visits. But Sir 
WalUr never was discomposed. He was 
ready, aa soon as breakfest was over, to ac- 
company hia guesta wherever they chose to 
g», to stroll in the wood, <x take a drive np to 
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Yarrow, or down to Melrose or Dryburgb, 
where his ^revered ashes now repose. He 
Was^iiiirer out of humour when well, but 
when ill he was very cross, he being subject 
to a bilious complaint of the most dreadful 
and severe nature, accompanied by pangs the 
most excruciating, and i[;^|ea. under the in- 
lluence of that malady it was not easy to 
speak to him, and I found it always the best 
plan to keep a due distance. But then his 
sufferings had been most intense, ^or he told 
me one day,, when he was sitting as yellow 
as a primrose, that roasted salt had been pre- 
scribed to lay on the pit of his stomach, 
which was af^ptied, and the next day it was 
discovered that his breast was all in a blister 
and the bosom of his shirt burnt to an izel, 
and yet he never felt it ! 

But to return to our feast at Bowhill^iroiii 
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which I have sirangely wandered, although 
ihe beat of the fun jb yet to come. When 
the Duke retired to the drawiDg-roora ha de- 
puted Sir Alexander Don, who sat next him, 
lo hia chair. We had long before been all at 
one table. Sir Alexander instantly requested 
a buinper out of champaigae glasses to the 
Duke's heatlh, with all the honours. U v 
iiielantly complied with, and everyone drank , 
it to the iMttoin. Don then proposed the fol- 
lowing of so good an example as his Grace 
had set us, and accordingly we were all 
obliged to mount our chairs again, and set- 
ting one foot on the table^sing Johiiie Cope 
over again. Every one at least attempted it, 
and Sir Alexander eang the scng in most 
capital style. The Scotts, and the Elliotts, 
4nd 8C«ae Taits, now began to fall with t«rri- 
•tis^lMds on the ^oor, but Sir Winter sUII 
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kept his station as steady as a rock, and 
laughed immoderately. But this was too 
good fiia to be given up. The Marquis of 
Queensberry, who was acting as Croufriery 
said that such a loyal and social Border Clan 
could never separate without singing " God 
save the King)?' and that though we had 
drunk to his health at the beginning, we be- 
hoved to do it again and join in the anthem. 
We were obliged to mount our chairs again^ 
and in the same ticklish position, sing the 
King's Antliem. Down we went, one after 
another. Nay, they actually fell in heaps 
above each other. I fell off and took a prodi> 
gious run to one corner of the room, against 
which I fell, which created great of^erriment. 
There were not above six stood the test this 
time, out of from thirty to forty. Sir .Walter 
did, and he took all the latter bumpefti off (4^ 
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the brim, He had a good head more way » 
than one. J 

There was no mnn who ever testified 
more admiration, and even aetonishmeQt^ 
than he did at my poetictvl productionaj both 
■ongs and poems, and sometimes in very 
high terms before his most intimate friends. 
It was somewhat diHerent with regard to my 
prose works, with which he uniformly found 
faidt, and always with the disagreeable ad- 
junction, " how good they might have bean 
made with a little pains." When The 'Hiree 
Perils of Man was first put to piess, be 
requested to see- thefioof slips, BallaDtyne 
having beenlelling him somethmg: about the 
work. They wece sent to him on the 
instant, and on reading them he sent express- 
ly for me as he wanted to see me, and speak 
wkk met about my fbnihcomingwiorlt:. ^* 
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being both at that time redding in Edin- 
burgh, I attended directly, and I think. I re- 
member every word that passed. Indeed, so 
implicit was my dependance on his friend- 
ship, his good taste, and judgment, that I 
never forgot a sentence nor a word that he 
said to me about my own works, but treasur- 
ed them up in my heart, 

" Well, Mr. Hogg, I have read over your 
proofs with a great deal of pleasure, and, I 
confess with some little portion of dread. In 
the first place, the meeting of the two prin- 
cesses, at Castle Weiry is excellent. I have 
not seen any modem thing more truly dra- * '., ^ 
matic. The characters are all strongly 
marked, dd Peter Chisbolme's in particular. 
Ah! man, what yoa might have made of 
AsX with a little more refinement, oare, and 
p^ence! But it is always the same with 
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you, just hurrying on from one vagary lo 
anoUier, without conBialency or proper ar- 
r^ugemeat." 

"Dear Mr. ScoU, a man canna do the 
thing thai he canna do." 

" Yee, but you can do it. Witness your 
poems, where the arrangements are all per- 
fect and complete; but ia your prose works, 
with the exception of a few short tales, you 
ceem to write merely by random, withotU 
mux considering what you are going to 
write ^out." 

"You are not oflen wrong, Mr. Scott, and 
you were never rigfater in your life than you 
are now, for when I write the first line of a 
tale or novel, I know not what the second is 
to be, and it b the same way in every sen- 
tence throughout. When my tale is tra- 
ditionary, the work is easy, as I then see my 
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way before rae, ihougli the tmditibnihe ever 

so short, but iQ all my prose wocks o£9nifin 

riatioDy knowing little of the' world, rsail>(|a 

without star o^ coiaapass." 

^' I am sorry to say, that this is too often 

apparent. But, in dus next place, and it was 

on that account I sent for you, do you not 

think there is some little danger in making 

Sir Walter Scott,. '4tf ^uccleuch, the hero of 

this wild extra vaganttale ? " 

" The devil a bit." . -^ 

" W^, I think differently. TliMt^fesent 

chief is your patron, your sincere; friend, and 

your eoebuaiastic admirer. Would it not then 

be a subject of regret, noti ^^1 to. yourself and 

me^but to all Scotland,- should you, by any 

rash adventure, forfeit the countenance and 

friendship of so good and ao great a man ? " 

" There's nae part o' that at aV Mr. Scott . 
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Sir Walter of my tale is a complete 
tbroughout, and is never made to do a 
I or say a things, of whieh hie descea- 
our preseot chief wioua be proud.'' 
' I am not quite aure of that. l>o you 
not you have made him a rather too 

ler?" 

ye lien they were a' a little 
X gBXs, else bow could they hae 
hand o' a' the south o' Scotland, nae- 
r kens how." 

Sir Walter then took to himself a hearty 
laugh, and tken pronounced these very words. 
" Welt, Hogg, you appear to me jrat now Uke 
a man dancing upon ^ rope or wire, at a great 
height; if he ie suMessful and finishes his 
dance in safety, he has accomplished no 
great matter, but if he makes a slip he gets a 
devil of a fall" 
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"Never say another word aboat it, Mr. 
Scott^ I'm satisfied ; the designation shall be 
changed throughout, before I either eat or 
deep." And I kept my word. 

I went, when in Edinburgh, at his particu- 
lar request, two or three days every week, to 
breakfast with him, as I was then always sure 
pi an hour's conversation with him, before he 
went to the Parliament house, and I often 
went for many days successively, as I soon 
found it was impossible to be in his company 
without gaining advantage. But there was 
one Sunday morning I found him in very bad 
humour indeed. He was sitting at his desk in 
his study at Castle-stree^ and when I went in 
he looked up to me with a visage as stern as 
that of a judge going to pronounce sen- 
tence on a malefactor, and at the same 
time, he neither rose nor saluted me, which 
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wcu always hiawont, aod the first words that 
fae addressed to me were theae, " Mr. Hogg, I 
oni very aogry with yoii, I tell you it plainly, 
and I think I hove a right lo be eo. I de- 
mand, sir, an &xplaaalion of a sentence in ^M 
your Spy of yesletday/' ^| 

Knowing perfectly well to what sentence 
be alluded, uiy peasant blood began to boU^ 

tand I found it tuehing lo my head and face ^H 
roost violently, as I judged myself by for ^H 
the most aggrieved " Then 1 must first de- ^H 
maud an explanatioa from you, Mr. ScOU," 
said I, " Were you the author of the article 
alluded to in ray paper, which places'<you at 
the head, and me tU^the tail, nay, as the very 
drega of all the poets of Britain V 

" What right had you, air, to suppose that I 
WDB the author of it?" said he, in a perfect f age. 
" Nay, what right had j/ou to suppose , 
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that you were the author of it, that you are 
taking it so keenly to yourself?" said I. 
" The truth is, that when I wrote the re- 
marks, I neither knew nor cared who was the 
author of the article alluded to ; but before 
the paper went to press, I believed it to 
have been Mr. Southey, for Johny Ballan- 
tyne told me so, and swore to it ; but if the 
feather suits your cap, you are perfectly 
welcome to it." 

" Very well, Hogg," said he, " that is 
spoken like a man, and like yourself; I am 
satisfied. I thought it was meant as personal 
to me in particular. But, never mind. We 
are friends again as usual. Sit down and we 
will go to our breakfast together immediately, 

■ 

and it shall never more be mentioned be- 

« 

iween us." 

Mr. Southey long afterwards told me, 
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that he wae not the author of that article, 
and he believed it to have been written by 
ScottTflf it was, it was rather too bod of 
him ; but he never said it was mit bis. It 
■was a review of modern literature io the 
Edinburgh Annual Register. As some 
readers of these anecdotes may be curious to 
see the oirensive passage in the Spyj I shall * 
here extract it ; that worii being long ago 
extinct, Stid only occasionally mentioned by 
myself, as a parent will sometinjes mention the 
name of a dear, imfortunate, lost child, who 
- has been forgotten by all the world beside^ 

" The papers which have given the 
greatest personal olfence are those of Mr. 
ShufSeton, whicb|)opular clamour obliged the 
editor reluctantly to discontinue. Of all the 
poets and poetesses whose works are there 
embleiQBtically introdaeed, one gentlemaii 
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alone' stood the lest, and his firmness was 
even by himsdf attributed to forgiveness. 
All the rest, male and femal% tossed up their 
noses and pronounced the writer an ignorant 
and incorrigible barbarian. The Spy here- 
by acknowledges himself the author of these 
papers, and adheres to the figurative charac- 
ters he has there given of the jpoetical \^orBs 
of those au^ors. He knows, that, in a future 
edition, it is expected that they Ivthall to be 
altered or obliterated. They never shall ! 
Though the entreaties of respected friends 
prevailed on him to relinquish a topic which 
was his favourite one, what he has published, 
he has published, and no private considera- 
tion shall induce him to an act of such mani- 
fest servility as that of making a renuncia- 
tion. Those who are so grossly ignorant as 
to suppose the figurative characteristics of the 
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poetry, aa having the smallest reference to the 
personal characters of the authors, are below 
reasoning with. And since it has of late 
become fashionable with some great poets, to 
give an estimate of their great powers in 
periodical works of distmctioD, surely others 
have an equal right to give likewise iheir esti- 
mates of the works of suth bards. It is trulj 
amusing to see how arlAiUy a, gentleman is 
placed at tbe head of a school of poetry, and 
one who is, perhaps, his superior at the tail of 
it. How he can make himself to appear as the 
greatest genius that ever existed. With what 
address he can paint his failings as beauties, 
and depict his greatest excellencies as slight 
defects, finding fault only with those parts 
which every one must admire. The design 
is certainly an original, though not a very 
creditable one. Great authors cannot remain 
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always coneealed, la them' be as caatious as 
ifaey will ; the smallest incident oflen assist- 
ing curiosity in the discovery."-^iS|py for 
Af^ust2ithi 1811. 

This last sentence, supposing Sir Walter 
t(> have^ been the author, which I now suepe g^ 
he was, certainly contained rather too broad 
and too msolent a charge to be passed over 
with impunity. When I wrote it, I believck] 
he was, but had I continued to believe so, I 
would not have called on him the next mcn-n- 
ing after the pitUication of the papier. 
Luekily, before putting the paper to press, I 
waited on Mr. John Ballantyne, and asked 
him wh6 was the author of that insotent 
paper in his Annual Register, which f^ced 
me as the dregs of all the poets in Britain. 

" O, the paper was sent to our office by 
Southey," said he, *' you know he is editor 










•H 



166 r&UII-IAR ANECDOTES OF 

and part proprietor of the work, and vtc 
never think of objecting to any thing that 
he sends ns. Neither my brother Jamea, nor 
I, ever read the article until it was pubUshed, 
And we both thought it was a good one." 

Now this was a story, beside ihe truth, 
for I found out afterwards that Mr. Jamea 
Ballantyne had read the paper from mani}- 
script, in a library, long before its publication^ 
where it was applauded in the highest terms. 
1, however, implicitly believed it, aa 1 have 
d<me every body all my life. At that period, 
the whole of the aristocracy and literature of 
our country were set against me, and deter- 
mined to keep me down; nay, to crush me to 
a nonentity ; thanks be to God ! I have 
lived to see the sentiments of my country- 
men completely changed. 

There waa once more, and only once. 
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that I found Sir Walter in the same quer- 
rulous humour with me. It was the daj 
after the publication of my Brownie of 
Bodsbeck. I called on him after his«return 
from the Parliament house, on pretence of 
asking his advice about some very important 
affair, but in fact, to hear his sentiments of 
ray new work. His shaggy eye-brows were 
hanging very low down, a bad prelude, 
which I knew too well. " I have read 
through your new work, Mr. Hogg,'' said he, 
'^ and must tell you downright and plainly/ 
as I;)ftlways do, that I like it very ill — very ill 
indeed." 

"What for, Mr. Scott?'' 

" Because it is a false and unfair picture 
of the times and the existing characters, 
altogether an exaggerated and unfair picture !" 
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I dinna ken, Mr. Scott It ia the pic- 
ture I have been bred up in the belief o'. sin' 
ever I waa bora, and I had it frae them 
whom.I wae most bound to honour and 
believe. An' mair nor that, there is not one 
single incideat in the tale — not one— which 1 
cannot prove from history, to be hterally aad 
poeitively true. I was obliged sometimes to 
change the situations to make one part 
coaleece with another, but in no one instance 
have I related a story of a cruelly or 4*^ 
murder which is not literally true. An' 
^ihat'd a great deal mair than you can bay for 
yotir tale o' Auld Mortality." 

" You are o^rahooting the mark now, 
Mr. Hogg. I wish it were my tale. But it 
is not with regard to that, that I find fault 
with your tale at all, Jjut merely because it 
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tgi^ltar unfair and partial picture of the age 

i 

ill which it is laid." 

" Na, I shouldna hae said it was your 
tale, for ye hae said to your best fri^ds that 
it was not. an' there I was wrang. Ye raay 
hinder a man H) speak, but ye canna hinder 
him to think, an' I can speak at the think- 
ing. But, whoever wrote Aidd Mortality, 
kenning what I ken, an' what ye ken, I " ^^^ 
wadna wonder at you being ill-pleased with 
my tale, if ye thought it written as a counter- 
poise to that, but ye ken weel it was written 
lang afore the other was heard of." 

'*'Yes, I know that apart of it wfts in; 4;^, ' i' 
manuscript last year, bu£ I suspect it has ' ^V^ 
been greatly exaggerated since." 

"As I am an honest man, sir, there has 
not been a line altered or added, that I re- . i? 

member of. The original Copy was piiClfi^ -^ ^ 
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Mr. Blackwood was the ooly man, beside 
yourself, who saw it. He read it paiafullyv' 
which I now know you did not, and I 
appeal to him." 

^' Well, well As to its running counter 
to Old Mortality, I have 'fkithing to say. 
Nothing in the world. I only tell you, that 
with the exception of Old Nanny, the crop- 
eared Covenanter, who is by fer the best 
character you ever drew in your life, I dis- 
like the tale exceedingly, and assure you it is 
a distorted, a prejudiced, and untrue picture 
of the Royal party." 

" It is a devilish deal truer than yours 
though, and on that ground I make my 
appeal to my country." 

And with that I rose and was going off 
in a great huff*. 

" No, no ! stop ! " cried he, " you are 
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not to, go, and leave me again in bad 
iKimour. You ought not to be offended 
with me f6r tdling you my mind freely." 

" Why, to be sure, it is the greatest folly 
in the 'world for me to be sae. But ane's 
beuks are'lil|Mr)|tis bairns, he disni like to 
hear them spoken ill o', especially when he is 
conscious that they dinna deserve it" 

Sir Walter, then, after his customary 
short good-humoured laugh, repeated a pro- 
verb about the Gordons, which was exceed- 
ingly apropos to my fe^ngs at the time, but, 
all that I can do^ I cannot remember it, 
though I generally remembered everything 
that he said of any import. He then added, 
^^ I wish you to take your dinner with me 
to-day. There will be nobody with us, but 
James Ballantyne, who will read you some- 
thing new, and I wanted to ask you particu- 
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larly about something which has escaped me 
at this moment. Ay, it was this. Pray had 
you any tradition on which you founded that 
ridiculous story about the Hunt of Eildon ? " 

" Yes, I had," said I, " as fer as the two 
white hounds are concerned, and of the one 
pulling the poisoned cup twice out of the- 
King's hand when it was at his lips." 

" That is very extraordinary," said he, 
" for the very first time I read it, it struck me 
I had heard something of the same nature 
before, but how or where I cannot compre- 
hend. I think it must have been when I 
was on the nurse's knee, or lying in the 
cradle, yet I was sure I had heard it. It is a 
very ridiculous story, that, Mr. Hogg. The 
most ridiculous of any modern story I 
ever read. What a pity it is that you are not 
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mast^ of your own capabilities, for that tale 
might have been made a good one." 

It Xim& always the sadie on the publication 
of any of my prose works. When 7%e 
Three Perils of Man appeared/ "he^j-ea* me 
a long lecture on . ii^y extravagance in 
Demon^logy, and assured me I had ruine!!. 
one of the best tales in the world. It is 
manifest, however, that the tale had mad^no 
ordinary impressidn on him, as he sulikh 
quently co[»ed the whole of the main plot 
iatd his tale of Castle Dangerous. 

Sir* Wnltelr's conversation was always 
amusing) always interesting. There was a 
conciseness, a candour and judicioiisness in:]|. 
which never was equalled. His anecdotes 
were without end, and I am ahuost certain 

* 

they were all made oflMiatid," fdr^'I' never 

heai'd one of them either b^ferd afi after. His 
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were no Job Miller's jokes. The enl^time 
v ever his conversatim' was to ipe perfectly un- 
interesting, was witb 3V&. John Murm^h, of 
' Albemarle-street, London. Their wh4e con- 
versatiofi vmfi about nofaiMi^n, parliamenters, 
and literarf ^men of ^ grades, none of wt|ich 
J( b%d ever heard of or cared about ; }^ every 
one of which Mr. Murray seemed to know, 
with all their characters, society, and propm- , 
sides. This information Sir Walter seemeS 
to drink in with as much zest ad I did his 
whiskey toddy, and this conversation wtt 
carried on for two days and two nights, with 
the exception of a few sleeping hours ; and 
there I sat beside theni.tdl the while, like a 
perfect stump ; a sheep who never got in a 
word, not even a bleat. I wish I had the 
same opportunity again. 

I first met ,with Sir Walter, at my own 
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cottage in the wilds of. fittrick Forest, as 
above narrated, and I then spent two days t ; 



« * 



and tiro nights in r}iii§ (^pinpany. Wh^ we 



parted^ he shook my hand most heartily,^ '^ ^ ' ^ ' 
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and invited me* to Jhis cottage go t^e baJiks 

* 

of 4he North Esk, «ib«re Lasswade. " By 
all means come and see me>" said* he, V.a<Ml. 

4 

.1 

I will there introduce you to my wife. She 

ia*& foreigner, as dark as a blackberry, and 

does not speak the broad Scots so well^as i^*' j^ 
* tf. • ^ 

you, and me, pf course, I don't expect you to 
admire her much, but I shall assure you of 
a hearty Vfltome. 

I went and visited him the first time I 
had occasion to be in Edinburgl^ expecting 
to see Mrs. $cott, a kind of h^lf black-a- 
moor, whomiWr Sherriff had married for a 
great deal of money. I knew nothing about 
her, and had never heard of her, save from 
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bis own description ; but tbe words, ^^ as dark 
as a blackberry," had fixed her odour in- 
delibly on my mind.. Judge of my astonish- 
ment when I was introduced to one of the 
roost beautiful and handsome creatures^ as 
Mrs. Scott, whom I had ever seen in my 
hfe. A brunette, certainly, with ravea hair 
and large black eyes, but in my estimation 
a perfect beauty. I found Iier quite afiabk, 
and she spoke English very well, save that 
she put always the d for the th^ and left the 
aspiration of the h out altogether. She call* 
ed me all her life, Mr. Og. I understood 
perfectly well what she said, but, for many 
years, I could not make her understand what 
I said; she had frequently to ask an explana- 
tion from her husband, and I must say this 
of Lady Scott, though it was well known 
how jealous she was of the rank of Sir Wal- 
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ter's visitors, yet I was all luy lijfe received 
with the same kindness as if I had been a 
relation or one of the fisLmily, although one 
of his most homely daily associates. But 
there were many others, both poets and play- 
actors, whom she received with no very 
pleasant countenance. Jeffrey and his sate- 
lites she could not endure, and there waa 
none whom she disliked more than Brough- 
am, for what reason I do not know, but I 
have heard her misca' him terribly, as well as 
" dat body Jeffrey." It might be owing to some 
reasons which J did not know about. Afler the 
review of Marmion appeared, she never would 
speak to Jeffrey again, for, though not a lady 
who possessed great depth of penetration, she 
knew how to appreciate the great powers of 
her lord, from the beginning, and despised all 
those who ventured to depreciate them. 
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I have heard ^ Walter, tdl aa anecdote of 
this review of Marmion. As he and JefGrey, 
Sduthey, Curwin, and some other body^. I 
Jiave forgotten who, were sailing oU'Derwent 
^water, at Keswick, in Oumberiand,' one fine 
day, Mr. Jeffrey, to amuse the party, took 
from his pocket the manuscript of the review 
•of Marmion, and read it throughout This, 
I think, was hota&t in Jeffrey, but dieiest of 
the company were astonished at: his insolence, 
and at some passages did not know wheie 
to look. When he had finished, he said, 
"Well, Scott, what think you it ? what shall 
be done about it." "At all evaats, I have 
taken my resolution what to do," said Scott, 
"Til just sink the boat" The review was 
a little modified after that 

But to return to Lady Scott, she is cradled 
in my remembrance, and ever, shall .t)e as a 
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sweet, kind and aflfectionate creature. Wheh 
any of the cottagers or retainers about Ab- 
botfiford grew ill, they durst not tell her, as 
it generally made her worse than the suffer- 
ers, and I have hea^d of her groaning, and 
occasionally weeping for a whole day and a 
good part of the night, for an old tailor who 
was dying, and leaving a small helpless fami- 
ly behind him. Her daughter Anne, was very 
Uke her, in the contour and expression of 
her countenance. . Who was Lady Scott 
originally? I really wish anybody would tell 
me, for surely somebody must know. There 
is a veil of mystery hung over that dear 
lady's birth and parentage, which I have 
been unable to see through or lift up ; and 
there have been more lies told to mt about 
it, and even published in all the papers of 
Britain^ J;»y those who otight to have known 
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Mr. Blackwood was the ooly man, becdde 
yourself, who saw it. He read it paiafull^' 

which I now know you did not^ and I 

». 

appeal to him." 

" Well, well As to its running counter 
to Old Mortality, I have ^^Mtiiing to say. 
4* Nothing in the world. I only tell you, that 

with the exception of Old Nanny, the crop- 
eared Covenanter, who is by &r the best 
character you ever drew in your life, I dis- 
like the tale exceedingly, and assure you it is 
a distorted, a prejudiced, and untrue picture 
of the Royal party." 

"It is a devilish deal truer than yours 
though, and on that ground I make my 
appeal to my country." 

And with that I rose and was going off 
in a great huff*. 

"No, no! stop!" cried he, "you are 
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not to, go, and leave me again in bad 
Ikimour. You ought not to be offended 
with me for telling you my mind freely." 

" Why, to be sure, it is the greatest folly 
in the world for me to be sae. But ane's 
beuks are liki&l^ bairns, be disna like to 
hear them spoken ill o', especially when he is 
conscious that they dinna deserve it" 

Sir Walter, then, after his customary 
short good-humoured laugh, repeated a pro- 
verb about the GordonS} which was exceed- 
ingly apropos to my feelings at the time, but, 
all that I can do, I cannot remember it, 
though I generally remembered everything 
that he said of any import. He then added, 
'^ I wish you to take your dinner with me 
to-day. There will be nobody with us, but 
James Ballantyne, who will read you some- 
thing new, and I wanted to ask you particu- 
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•^ . . lady about something which has escaped me 

if • 

at this moment. Ay, it was this. Pray had 
you any tradition on which you founded that 
ridiculous story about the Hunt of Eildon ? " 

" Yes, I had," said I, " as four as the two 
white hounds are concerned, and of the one 
pulling the poisoned cup twice out of the* 
King's hand when it was at his lips." 

" That is very extraordinary," said he, 
" for the very first time I read it, it struck me 
I had heard something of the same nature 
before, but how or where I cannot compre- 
liend. I think it must have been when I 
was on the nurse's knee, or lying in the 
cradle, yet I was sure I had heard it. It is a 
very ridiculous story, that, Mr. Hogg. The 
most ridiculous of any modern story I 
ever read. What a pity it is that you are not 
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mast^ of your own capabilities, for that tale 
might have been made a good one." 

It was always the sa^e on the publication 
of any of my prose works. When 7%fi 
Three Perils of Man appear^(3^1ie^ea*me 
a long lecture on. my extm^agance in 
Demonology, and assured me I had ruineii 
one of the best tales in the world. It is 
manifest, however, that the tale had madeno 
ordinary impressidn on him, as he suMkh 
quently cogieA the whole of the main^ plot 
iatd his tale of Gastle Dangerous. 

Sir WnltieOr's conversation was always 

amusing) always interesting. There was a 

conciseness, a candour and judicipiisness in it. 

which never was equalled. His anecdotes 

were without 'end, and! am almost certain 

they were all made off4iatid,' ftft^J never 

heard one of them either before <^ after. His 
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were no Job Milter's jokes. The only time 
*^ ever his conversatioii' was to xfssi perfectly un- 
interesting, was wi4h Mr. John Murm]^, of 

*ji.- ' *' Albemarle-street, London. Their whole con- 
versiatiof^ iw about noblam^i, parliamenters, 
-, and literarf ;men of ^ grades, none of wl|ich 

X b%d ever heard of or cared about ; tot every 
one of which Mr. Murray seemed to know, 
with all their characters, society, and propen- 

,*. sides. This information Sir Walter seemed 

to drink in with as much zest aa I did hb 
whiskey toddy, and this conversation waH 
carried on for two days and two nights, with 
the exception of a few sleeping hours ; and 
there I sat beside theni.tdl the while, like a 
perfect stump ; a sheep who never got in a 
word, not even a bleat. I wkh I had the 
same opportunity again. 

I first met ,with Sir Walter, at my own 
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cottage in the wilds of, £itrick Forest, as 

above narrated, and I then spent two days ;.'. ^ 

and tiro nights in r}iid (^pinpany. Wh^ we -- ^ \ 

parted^ he shook my hand most heartily,s '' ^ ^ * j^^ 

and invited me-to Jhis cottage ootbe l)suii|ks 

of 4he North Esk, «ih^ Lasswade. "By . * vT- 

all meadQs come and see me>" said* he, "anf| ' 
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I will there introduce you to my wife. She 
is-a foreigner, as dark as a blackbeny, and 
does not speak the broad Scots so well'^as 
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you, and me, pf course, I don't expect you to ' ^'< 

■ ^ .-Tv 

admire her much, but I shall assure you of ' ^ 

a hearty vdtaune. 

t 

M. 

I went and visited him the first time I 
had occasion to be in Edinburgh^ expecting 
to see Mrs. Scott, a kind of h^lf black-a- 
moor, whomiWr Sherriff had married for a ^ . 
great deal of money. I knew nothing about 
her, and had never heard of her, save from 
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his own description ; but the words, ^^ as dark 
as a blackberry," had fixed her colour in- 
delibly on my mind.. Judge of my astonish- 
ment when I was introduced to one of the 
roost beautiful and handsome creatures^ as 
Mrs. Scott, whom I had ever seen in my 
Hfe. A brunette, certainly, with raven hak 
and large black eyes, but in my estimation 
a perfect beauty. -I found Iier quite aiSable, 
and she spoke English very well, save that 
she put always the d for the ih^ and left the 
aspiration of the h out altogether. She call* 
ed me all her life, Mr. Og. I understood 
perfectly well what she said, but, for many 
years, I could not make her understand what 
I said; she had frequently to ask an explana- 
tion from her husband, and I must say this 
of Lady Scott, though it was well known 
how jealous she was of the rank of Sir Wal- 
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ter's visitors, yet I was all luy lijfe received 
with the same kindness as if I had been a 
relation or one of the fisLmily, although one 
of his most homely daily associates. But 
there were many others, both poets and play- 
actors, whom she received with no very 
pleasant countenance. Jeffrey and his sate- 
lites she could not endure, and there waa 
none whom she disliked miire than Brough- 
am, for what reason I do not know, but I 
have heard her misca' him terribly, as well as 
" dat body Jeffrey." It might be ovidng to some 
reasons which J did not know about. After the 
review of Marmion appeared, she never would 
speak to Jeffrey again, for, though not a lady 
who possessed great depth of penetration, she 
knew how to appreciate the great powers of 
her lord, from the beginning, and despised all 
those who ventured to depreciate them. 
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I have heard Sfr Walter, tell aa aiDscdote of 

this review of Marmion. As he and Jeffiey, 

Southey, Cur win, and eome other body, I 

Jiave forgotten who, were sailing (Hi'Derwent 

water, at Keswick, in Oumberland,' one fine 

day, Mr. Jefirey, to amuse the party, \xxiL 

from his pocket the manuscript of the leriew 

•of Marmion, and read it throughout Thin, 

I think, was hoUMt in Jeffrey, but die rest of 

the company were astonished at: his insolence, 

and at some passages did not know whese 

to look. When he had finished, he said, 

"Well, Scott, what think you it ? what shall 

be done about it." "At all eveols, 1 have 

taken my resolution what to do," said Scott, 

"FU just sink the boat." The review was 

a little modified after that 

But to return to Lady Scott, she is cradled 
in my remembrance, and ever, shall .be as a 
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sweet, kind and affectionate creature. Whe^ 
any of the cottagers or retainers about Ab- 
botsford grew ill, they durst not teH hen as 
it generally made her worse than the suffer- 
ers, and I have heard of her groaning, and 
occasionally weeping jfor a whole day and a 
good part of the night, for an old tailor who 
was dying, and leaving a small helpless fami- 
ly behind him. Her daughter Anne, was very 
like her, in the contour and expression of 
her countenance. ,Who was Lady Scott 
originally? I really wish anybody would tell 
me, for surely somebody must know. There 
is a veil of mystery hung over that dear 
lady's birth and parentage, which I have 
been unable to see through or lift up ; and 
there have been more lies told to mm about 
it, and even published in all the papers of 
Britain,J;^y those who otight to have known 
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Mr. Blackwood was the only man, bef^ide 
yourself, who saw it. He read it paiofiill^' 
which I now know you did not, and I 
appeal to him." 

^^ Well, well. As to its running counter 
to Old Mortality, I have ^ftothing to say. 
Nothing in the world. I only tell you, that 
with the exception of Old Nanny, the crop- 
eared Covenanter, who is by fax the best 
character you ever drew in your life, I dis- 
like the tale exceedingly, and assure you it is 
a distorted, a prejudiced, and untrue picture 
of the Royal party." 

^^ It is a devilish deal truer than yours 
though, and on that ground I make my 
appeal to my country." 

And with that I rose and was going off 
in a great huff*. 

"No, no! stop!" cried he, "you are 
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not to, go, and leave me again in bad 
liemour. You ought not to be offended 
with me for telling you my mind freely." 

" Why, to be sure, it is the greatest folly 
in the world for me to be sae^ But ane's 
beuks are'lilw)fis bairns, he disnii like to 
hear them spoken ill o', especially when he is 
conscious that they dinna deserve it" ^ 

Sir Walter, then, after his customary 
short good-humoured laugh, repeated a pro- 
verb about the Gordons» which was exceed- 
ingly apropos to my feelings at the time, but, 
all that I can do^ I cannot remember it, 
though I generally remembered everything 
that he said of any import. He then added, 
" I wish you to take your diimer with me 
to-day. There will be nobody with us, but 
James Ballantyne, who will read you some- 
thing new, and I wanted to ask you particu- 
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larly about something which has escaped me 
at this moment. Ay, it was this. Pray had 
you any tradition on which you founded that 
ridiculous story about the Hunt of EiMon ? " 

" Tes, I had," said I, '' as &r as the two 
white hounds are concerned, and of the one 
pulling the poisoned cup twice out of the- 
King's hand when it was at his lips." 

" That is very extraordinary," said he, 
^^ for the very first time I read it, it struck me 
I had heard something of the same nature 
before, but how or where I cannot compre- 
liend. I think it must have been when I 
was on the nurse's knee, or lying in the 
cradle, yet I was sure I had heard it. It is a 
very ridiculous story, that, Mr. Hogg. The 
most ridiculous of any modern story I 
ever read. What a pity it is that you are not 
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ma8t# of your own capabilities, for that tale 
might have been made a good one." 

It \fre^ always the salke on the publication 
of any of my prose works. When The 
Three Perils of Man appeared^lieMread^me 
a long lecture on my extmvagance in 
Demon^k)gy, and assured me I had ruined, 
one of the best tales in the world. It is 
manifest, however, that the tale had made<no 
ordinary iittpressidn on him, as he svme- 
quently copied the whole of the main: plot 
iaUi his tale of Gastle Dangerous. 

Sir Wibltieilr's conversatioii was aJ^ways 

amusing, always interesting. There was a 

conciseness, a candour and judiciousness in it 

which never was equalled. His anecdotes 

were without end, and I simal^iiost certain 

they were all made off4iafl4,"f^^' I' never 

heard one of them either before mt after. His 
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were no Joe Miller^s jokes. The only^time 
ever his conversatioH' was to jp^ perfectly un- 
interesUng, was wi(b Mr* John Murmj^, of 
' Albemarle-street, Londoa. Their wh^ con- 
verg[atio|[l vnus about noUtmen, parliamenters, 

m 
ff 

and iiterary^men of |di grades, none of wi|ich 
X hs^ ever hear^ of or cared about; b^ every 
one of which Mr. Murray seemed to know^ 
with all their characters, society, and propw- . 
sides. This information Sir Walter seemed 
to drink in with as much zest ail I did his 
whiskey toddy, and this conversation was 
carried on for two days and two nights, with 
the exception of a few sleeping hours ; and 
there I sat beside theni; tJl the while, like a 
perfect stump ; a sheep wlio never got in a 
word, not even a bleat. I wish I had the 
same opportunity again. 

I first met ,with Sir Walter, at my own 
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cottage in the wilds of. fSttrkk Forest, as 

above narrated, and I tlien spent two days ^ ;. 

and tPWo nights in jrjiii^ iiwiipany. Wh^ we 

partedi he shook my hand most hearlily,^ ^' -^ , * ^^ 

and invited me* tQ ittS cottage <io.t|)^ banks ' * 

of the North Esk, ^bioTe Lasswade. "By . ' yT ■ 

all mealQs come and see me^' said •he, "an||. ; 

I will there introduce you to my wife. She 

ia^ foreigner, as dark as a blackberry, and * 

does not speak the broad Scots so welUes .e^'< ^*, 

you, and me, pf course, I don't expect you to ' .^'< 

admire her much, but I shall assure you of ' ^ 

a hearty V^time. 

I went and visited him the first time I 
had occasion to be in Edinburgbi, expecting 
to see Mrs. $cott, a kind of h^lf black-a- 
moor, whocanmr Sherriff had married for a > . 
great deal of money. I knew nothing about 
her, and had never heard of her, save from 
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his own description ; but the words, " as dark 
as a blackberry," had fixed her odour in- 
delibly on my mind.. Judge of my asUmisb- 
ment when I was introduced to one 4)f the 
most beautiful and handsome creatures, as 
Mrs. Scott, whom I had ever seen in my 
Mfe. A brunette, certainly, with raven hair 
and large black eyes, but in my estimation 
a perfect beauty. I found her quite afiable, 
and she spoke English very well, save that 
she put always the d for the th^ and left the 
aspiration of the h out altogether. She call* 
ed me all her life, Mr. Og. I understood 
perfectly well what she eaid, but, for many 
years, I could not make her understand what 
I said; she had frequently to ask an explana- 
tion from her husband, and I must say this 
of Lady Scott, though it was well known 
how jealous she was of the rank of Sir Wal- 
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ter's visitors, yet I was all ray lijfe received 
with the same kindness as if I had been a 
relation or one of the fetmily, although one 
of his most homely daily associates. But 
there were many others, both poets and play- 
actors, whom she received with no very 
pleasant countenance. Jeffrey and his sate- 
Utes she could not endure, and there waa 
none whom she disliked more than Brough- 
am, for what reason I do not know, but I 
have heard her misca' him terribly, as well as 
" dat body Jeffrey." It might be owing to some 
reasons which J did not know about. After the 
review of Marmion apfieared, she never would 
speak to Jeffrey again, for, though not a lady 
who possessed great depth of penetration, she 
knew how to appreciate the great powers of 
her lord, from the beginning, and despised all 
those who ventured to depreciate them. 
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Mr. Blackwood was the only man, beside 
yourself, who aaw it. He read it paiafully, 
wliiuli I DOW kaow you did uot, and I 
appeal to him." 

■■ Wei), well As to ita running counter 
to Old Mortality, I have Duthing to say. 
Nothing in the world. I only leJl you, that 
with the exception of Old Nanny, the crop- 
eaced Covenanter, who is by far the beat 
character you ever drew in your life, I dis- 
like the tale exceedingly, and assure you it 19 
a. distorted, a prejudiced, and untrue picture 
of the Royal party." 

"■It is a devilish deal truer than yours 
though, and on that ground I make my 
appeal to ray country." 

And with that 1 rose and was going olf 
in a great huff. 

"No, no! stop!" cried he, "you are 
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not to. go, and leave me again in bad 
MBmour. You ought not to be offended 
with me fbr tdling you my mind freely." 

" Why, to be sure, it is the greatest folly 
in the world for me to be sae. But ane's 
beuks are'liitiiblds bairns, he disna like to 
hear them spoken ill o', especially when he is 
conscious that they dinna deserve it" 

Sir Walter, then, after his customary 
short good-humoured laugh, repeated a pro- 
verb about the GordonS} which was exceed- 
ingly apropos to my feelings at the time, but, 
all that I can do, I cannot remember it, 
though I generally remembered everything 
that he said of ^my import He then added, 
'^ I wish you to take your dinner with me 
to-day. There will be nobody with us, but 
James Ballantyne, who will read you some- 
thing new, and I wanted to ask you particu- 
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larly about something which has escaped nie 
at thia moment. Ay, it was this. Pray had 
you any tradition on which you founded thaL 
ridiculoua story about the Hunt of Eitdon ? " 

"Yes, I had," said I, "as far as the two 
while bounds are concerned, ftad of the one 
pulling the poisoned cup twice out of the- 
King's hand when it was at hia lips." 

" That is very eKlraordinary," said he, 
" for the very first time I read it, it struck ma 
I had heard something of the same nature- 
befare, but how oi' where I cannot compre- 
hend. I think it must have beea when I' 
was on the nurse's knee, or lying in the 
cradle, yet I was sure I had heard it. It is a 
very ridiculous story, that, Mr. Hogg. The 
most ridiculous of any modern story I 
ever read. What a pity it is that you are not. 
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mastdl' of your own capabilities, for that tafe 
might have been made a good one." 

It was always the saiae on the publication 
(rf any of my prose works. When 3%e 
Three Perils of Man appearei^hoMread^me 
a long lecture on^ iny extmtagance in 
Demon^gy, and assured me I had ruineSL 
one of the best tales in the world. It is 
manifest, however, that the tale had made^no 
ordinary • impressidn on him, as he suvide- 
quently cqpied the whole of the main: plot 
i&M his tale of Oastle Dangerous. 

Sir 'Waltieilr's conversation was always 

amudng) always interesting. There was a 

conciseness, a candour and judiciousness in it 

which never was equalled. His anecdotes 

were without end, and I dm aldloet certain 

they were all made oflMiafld," f«AK-' I' never 

beard one of theai eiiber bbfore mt after. His 
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. were no Joe Miller's jokes. The only lime 
ever hia converaalioa was to me perfectly un- 
ime[«stii)g, was with Mr. John Murray, of 
AHw 111 arle-st reel, London. Their whole con- 
rersEiiioii wbs about noMemeit, parliamcDters, 
and literary men of &U grades, none of which 
Xhwl ever heafd of or cared about; UKeveiy 
e of which Mr. Murray seemed to know, 
with all their characters, society, and propeOr 
eities. Thb information Sir Walter seemaft 
to drink iu with as much zest aa I did his 
whiskey toddy, and lliis conversation was 
carried oa for two days and uvo tugiits, with 
Ihe exception of a few sleeping hours ; and 
jrtiere I satlteeide thent,«U the while, like a 
perfect Btump ; a sheep wlio never got in a 
word, not ^en a bleat. I ,<psb I had the 
same opportui^ty again. 

I first met jpith Sir Walter, at my own 
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cottage in the wilds of. fittrick Forest, as 

above narrated, and I then spent two days 

and'#Wo nights in >ids ogmpany . Wh^ we ^ ^ 

partedi he shook my hand most heartily,^ ' -^ 

and invited me* t« Jiib cottage aa.t|^^t>aji|ks 

ofcihe North Esk, fit^jre LasswAde. "By ^ '\.y' 

all meak^s come and see me J' said •he, " and^ '* 

I will there introduce you to my wife. She 

iaha foreigner, as dark as a blackberry, and 

does not speak the broad Scots so wel^s :«•; 

you, and me, pf course, I don't expect you to 

tdmire her much, but I shall assure you of 

a hearty ^MfaKune. 

I went and visited him the first time I 
had occasion to be in Edinburgbi^ expectioj^ 
to see Mrs. ^cott, a kind of h^If black-a- 
moor, whoQBp>||Qr< Sherriff had married for a 
great deal of money. I knew nothing about 
her, and had never heard of her, save from 
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deacriplioti ; but the words, " aa dark 
as a blackberry," bad fixed her colour in- 
delibly OD ray mind. Judge of ray astoaiBb- 
ment when I was inUoduced to one of the 
niosl beautiful and handsome creatures, ae 
Mre. Scolt, whom I had ever seen in my 
life. A brunette, certainly, with raven h&k 
and large black eyes, but in my estimation 
a perfect beauty. I found lier quite afi'able, 
and she spoke Englieh very well, save thai 
she put always the d for the th, and left the 
aspiration of tJie A out altogether. She call- 
ed me all her life, Mr. Og. - l.-uodeiBlood 
perfectly well what' she >«aid, but, for many 
years, I could not make her underetand what 
I eaid; she had frequently to ask an explana* 
tion from her husband, and inust say this 
of Lady Scott, though it was well known 
bow jealous she was of the rank of Sir Wal- 
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ter's visitors, yet I was all luy lijfe received 
with the same kindness as if I had been a 
relation or one of the femily, although one 
of his most homely daily associates. But 
there were many others, both poets and play- 
actors, whom she received with no very 
pleasant countenance. Jeffrey and his sate- 
lites she could not endure, and there was^ 
none whom she disliked mittre than Brough- 
am, for what reason I do not know, but I 
have heard her misca' him terribly, as well as 
" dat body Jeffrey ." It might be owing to some 
reasons whichj did not know about. After the 
review of Marmion appeared, she never would 
speak to Jeffrey again, for, though not a lady 
who possessed great depth of penetration, she 
knew how to appreciate the great powers of 
her lord, from the beginning, and despised all 
those who ventured to depreciate them. 






1 have heard Sir Waller, tell bq anecdote of 
this review of Marmion. Ab lio aad JcfTrey, 
Soulhey, Curwin, and some other body, I 
have forgotten who, were sailing on Derwent 
water, at Keswick, in Oumberlaad, one fine t 
day, Mr. Jeffrey, to amuse the party, toc^ I 
from his pocket the njanuscript of the review I 
of Marmion, and read it throughout. Thi^ I 
I thiak, was houeet in Jeffrey, but the rest of ■ 
the company were astonished at his insolence^ I 
and at some passages did not know wbeuft ' 
to look. When he had fmighed, he said, 
"Well, Scott, what think you it 3 whrt shall 
be done about it" '*At all ev«its, I have 
taken my resdution what to do," said Seed, 
"I'll juE4 ank the boat" The review was 
a little modified after that. 

But to return to Lady Scott, she is cradled 
in my reroembntnc^ and ever.Hhall4>e as a 
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sweet, kind and afifeciionate creature. Wha^ 
any of the cottagers or retainers about Ab- 
botsford grew ill, they durst not tell her, as 
it generally made her worse than the suffer- 
ers, and I have heard of her groaning, and 
occasionally weeping for a whole day and a 
good part of the night, for an old tailor who 
wa^ dying, and leaving a small helpless fami- 
ly behind him. Her daughter Anne, was very 
like her, in the contour and expression of 
her countenance. ^Who was Lady Scott 
originally? I really wish anybody would tell 
me, for surely somebody must know. There 
is a veil of mystery hung over that dear 
lady's birth and parentage, which I have 
been unable to see through or lift up ; and 
there haye been more lies told to ton about 
it, and even published in all the papers of 
Britain,.J;»y those who otight to have known 
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than ever was told about ihose of any 
\^-oiiiaa thiit ever was born, I have, how- 
ever, a few cogent reasons for believing thai 
the present Sir Waiter's graodfalher, was a 
nobleman of very high rank, , ; 

Like other joung authors, Sff Walter 
was rather vain of his early productionp, and 
liked to make them the Euhject of conversa- 
tion. He recited Gienfinlas one day to me 
on horseback, long before its pubHcalion. He 
read me also, the Lay of the Last Minstrel, 
from manuscript, at least, he and William 
Erskine, (Lord Kineder,) and James Ballan- 
lyne, read it, canto about. He always pre- 
ferred their readings to his own. Not so with 
me. I could always take both the poetry 
■iffd tlljh' story along with me, better from 
his reading than any other body's whatso- 
ever. Even with his deep-loned bass voice, 
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and his Berwick burr, he was a far better 

reader than he was sensible of. Every thing 

I 
that he read was Uke his discourse, it always 

made an impression. He likewise read me 
Marmion before it was published, but I think 
it was then in the press, for a part of it, at 
least, was read from proof slips and sheets 
with corrections on the margin. The Mar- 
mion manuscript was a great curiosity. I 
wonder what became of it. It was all writ- 
ten off-hand, in post letters, from Ashiesteel, 
Mainsforth, Rokeby, and London. The 
readings of Marmion began on his own part, 
I had newly gone to Edinburgh, and knew 
nothing about the work— had niBver heard of 
it. But the next morning after my arrival, 

on going to breakfast with him, l^e squght 

"■» * 

. ■ ' ■' • 

out a proof sheet, and read me his descn^^ 

tion of my beloved St. Mary's Lake, in one 
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of his introductioiis, I think to camo secoDd, 
to ask my opimoB, as he said, of its correct- 
ness, as he had aever seen the scene but oiice. 
I said, there never was any thiog more 
graphic written in thia world ; and 1 stiil 
adhere to the asaertiou, so it was no flattery ; 
and I, being perfectly mad about poetry then, 
begged of him to let me hear the canto that 
followed that vivid description, expecting to- 
hear something more about my native moun- 
tains. He was then, to humour me, olJiged to 
begin at the beginning of the poem, and that 
day he read me the two first books, 

That night my friends Grieve and Mori- 
aon, who were as great enthusiasts as my- 
self, expressed themselves so bitterly at ray 
advantage over them, that the next morning 
1 took them both with me, and they heard 
him read the two middle cantos, which I am 
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sure neither of them will ever forget. When 
we came to the door, Morison said, "For 
God's sake, Hogg, don't ring." 
" What for," said I. 

" Because I know there will be something 
so terribly gruff about him, I dare not for my 
soul go in," said he. 

"You never were so far mistaken in your 
life,'^ said I, " Sir Walter's manner is just 
kindness personified," and rung the bell. 

When the Lady of the Lake was mostly, 
or at least partly in manuscript, he said to 
me one evening, " I am going to adventure 
a poem on the public quite different from my 
two last, perfectly different in its theme, style, 
and measure." On which he took the 
manuscript from his desk, and read me the 
course of The Fiery Cross, and the Battle 
of the Trosachs, I said, "I could not per- 
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ceive any iliirercnce at all between the elyle 
of tlmt UDd Ilia former poems, save that, be- 
cause it was quite new to mc, I thought it 
ibthcr better." He mm not fjuile well pleas- 
ed witli ibc remark, and was juet saying, I 
would think differently when I had lime to 
peruae tlic whole poem, when Sir John Hope 
came in, and I heard no inorc. 

After that, he never read anything more 
to me before publishing, save one ghost story. 
His fame became so firmly established thai 
he cared not a fig for the opinions of his 
literary friends, before hand. But there waa 
one forenoon he said to me in bis study, I 
have never durat venture upon a real ghost 
story, Mr. Hogg, but you have published 
some such thrilling ones of late, that I have 
been this very day employed in writing one. 
I assure you, "it'a no little that gars auU 
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Donald pegh," but yon Lewis jgtories of yours 

frightened me so much, that I could no^ 

sleep, and now I have been trying my hand 

on one, and here it is. > He read it ; but it 

did not make a great impressioQ on me^ for 

I do not know, at this moment, not having 

his works by me, where it is published. It 

was about the ghost of a lady, and, I think, 

appeared in the Abbot or Monastery. He 

read me also a humorous poem in manu- 

' script, which has • never been published that 

I know of. It was something about finding 

out the .happiest man, and making him a 

present of a new holland shirt. Paddy got 

it, who had never known the good of a 

shirt. Mr. Scott asked me what I thought 

of it. I said, the character^ ' of the various 

nations were exquisitely hil' off, but I' thought 

the winding-up was not so effective as it 

16* 
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^H might hiive been made. He said lie l>elieved 

^m "I was perfectly right. I never heard what 

^K became of that poem, or whether it was ever 

^^^^^ published or not, for hving in ttie wilderness, 

^^^^^B IB I have done, for the last twenty years, I 

^^^^^^f ksow very Uttle of what is going on in the 

^^P Kteraiy world. One of Sir Walter's repte- 

^V eentativee has taken it upon him to assert, 

' thai Sir Walter always held me in the lowest 

Gontempl ! He never was farther wrong in 

^^ his life, bul Sir Walter would still have been 

farther wrong if be had done so. Of that, 

poeterily will judge; but I assure that indi- 

Tidual, that Uiere never was a genlleman ia 

the world, who paid more respect or attention 

to a friend, than Sir Walter did to me, for 

the space of the thirty years that we wera 

acquainted. True, he sometimes found &uIl 
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with me, but in that there was more kind- 
ness than all the rest. 

I must confess, that, before people of high 
rank, he did not much encourage my 
speeches and stories. He did not then hang 
down his brows, as when he was iU-pIeased 
with me, but he raised them up and glower- 
ed, and put his upper lip far over the under 
one, seeming to be always terrified at what 
was to come out next, and then he generally 
cut me short, by some droll anecdote, to the 
same purport of what 1 was saying. In this 
he did not give me fair justice, for, in my 
own broad homely way, I am a very good 
speaker, and teller of a story too. 

Mrs. Hogg, was a favourite of his. He 
always paid the greatest deference and atten- 
tion to her. When we were married, I, of 
course, took her down to Abbotsfbrd, and 
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introduced her, and though the company waa 
numerous, he did her the honour of leading 
her into the dining-room and placing her by 
his aide. When the ladies retired, he, before 
all our mutual friends present, tfislified 
himself highly pleased with ray choice, and 
added, that he wondered how I had the good 
sense and prudence to make such a one, " I 
dinna ^ank ye at a' for the comphment, Sir 
Walter," said L 

As for her, poor womas, she perfectly 
adored him. There was one day, when he 
was dining with us at Mount Benger, on 
going away, he enatched up my little daugh- 
ter, Margaret Laidlaw, and kissed her, aod 
then laying his hand on her head, said, 
" God Almighty bless you, my dear child !" 
on which my wife burst into tears. On my 
coming back from seeing him into the car- 
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riage, that stood at the base of the hill, I ,/ | 
said, " What ailed you, Margaret ?" /" 

«*0," said she, " I thought if he had but 
just done the same to them all, I do not know 
what in the world I would not have given !" 

There was another year previous to that, 
when he was dining with me at the same 
place, he^ took a great deal of notice of 
my only son, James, trying to find out 
what was in him, by a number of simple 
questions, not one of which James would 
answer. He then asked me anent the boy's 
capabilities. I said he was a very amiable 
and affectionate boy, but I was afraid he 
would never be the Cooper of Fogo, for he 
seemed to be blest with a very thick head. 
"Why, but Mr. Hogg, you know, it is not 
fair to lay the saddle upon a foal," said he, "I, 
for my part, never liked precocity of genius att 
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^H my life, and can veature to predict, that 

^H James will yet Iutq out an hoDour to you 

^H and all your kin." I wae gratified by the pre- 

^^B diction, and lost not a word of it. 

^F The boy had at that time taken a par- 

^B^ ticular passbn for knives, particularly for 

^^B large ones, and to amuse bini Sir Waltsr 

^^r shewed hin> a very large gardener^s knife, 

^V which h» had in hia pocket, which contained 

H a saw, but I never regarded it, and would 

^^ not have known it the next day. Jamee, 

however, never forgot it, and never has to this 
day, and I should like very well, if that knife 
is still to be found, that James should have 
it as a keepsake of bis father's warmest and 
most esteemed friend. Col, Ferguson, per- 
ceiving the boy's ruling passion, made him a 
present of a handsome, two-bladed knife. 
But that made no impression on James. Col, 
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Ferguson he forgot Ae next day, but Sir 
Walter he never forgot till he came back 
^ again, always denominating him, " The man 
wi' the gude knife." 

Thi^ last time Margaret saw him, was at 
his own house in Maidand-street, a very short 
time before he figally left it. We were pass- 
ing from Charlotte-square to make ^ call in 

If 

Lawreston, when I said, "see, yonjjs^ Sir 
Walter's house, at yon red lamp." "O let 

me go in and see him once more ! " said 

•«■ 

she. 

"No, no, Margaret," said I, "you know 
how little time we have, and it would be 
too bad to intrude on his hours of quiet and 
study at this time of the day." " O, but I 
must go in," said she, " and get a shake 
of his kind, honest hand once more. I can- 
not go by." So I, knowing that 
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"JTought'a w bs ■wo» ai womon's 
UnlesB ye pe her a' the pies," 



^B was obliged to comply. In we went, and 

^P were received with all the aSection of oM 

^H friende, but his whole discourse was addressed 

^H to my wife, while I was left to shift for my-^^H 

^V self among books and newspapers. He taUc^^^H 

^B ' * ed to her of our family, and of our prospects 

^^ of being able to give them a good plication, 

^^^ which he recommended at every risk, and 

at every sacrifice. He talked to her of his 
own family one by one, and of Mr. Lock- 
hart's family, giving her a melancholy ac- 
count of little Hugh John Lockhart, (the cele- 
brated Hugh Little- John,) wlio was a great 
favourite of his, but whom, as he said that 
day, he despaired of ever seeing reach man- 
hood. 
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The only exchMge of Tfords I goi with 
him mxring that short visit, which did not 
extend to the space of an hour, was of a 
very important nature indeed. In order to 
attract his attention from my wife, to one, 
who, I thought, as well deselFved it, I went 
close up to him with a scrutinizing look, 
and said, " Gudeness guide us. Sir Walter, 
but ye hae gotten a braw gown!" On 

■ 

which liib laughed and said, '^I gcH it made 
for me in Paris, (such a year,) when cer- 
tain great personages chose to call on me of 
a morning, and I never thought of putting 
it on since, until the day before yesterday 
on finding that my every-day one had been 
sent to Abbotsford. But I shall always think 
the more highly of my braw gown, Mr. 
Hogg, for your notice of it." I thipk it was 

made of black twilled satui and lined. 

17 
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^1 '■/' But to return to some general anecdotes 
with which I could iill volumes. When 1 

I first projected my literary paper, the spy, I 
went and consulted him, aa I generally did 
in every thing regarding literature. He'^^| 
ehook bis head, and let fall his heavy eye- ^H 
brows, but eoid nothing. The upper lip ^H 
came particularly far down, i did not like ^| 
these prognostics at alt ; so I was obliged to 
broach the subject again, without having re- 
ceived one word in answer. 

" Do you not think it rather dangerous 
4* ground, to lake after Addison, Johnson, and 

Henry M'Kenzie ?" said he. 

"No a bit t " said I, "I'm no the least feared 
for that. My papers may not be sae ye\e- 
gant as theirs, but I expect to make them 
mair original." 
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"Yes, they wUl certainly be original / 
enough, with a vengeance!" said he. 

I asked him if he thought three-pence 
would be a remunerating price? He an- 
swered, with very heavy brows, that, " taking 
the extent of the sale into proper calculation, 
he suspected she must be a fourpenny cut." 
He said this with a sneer which I never 
could forget. I asked him if he would lend 
me his assistance in it ? He said he would 
first see how I came on, and if he saw the 
least prospect of my success, he would sup- 
port me, and with this answer! was obliged 
to be content. He only sent me one letter 
for the work, enclosing two poems of Ley- 
den's. He was, however, right in discour- _^ "\ 
aging it, and I was wrong in adventuring it. 
I never knew him wrong in any of his calcu- 
lations or inhibitions but once, and then I am 
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sure ray countrymen will join with me in 
saying that be was wrong. He wrote ta 
me once when I was living in Nilhsdale, 
informing me that he wae going to pur- 
chase the estate of Droadmeadows, on Yar- 
row. That he was the highest offerer and 
was, he believed, sure of getting it, and that 
he had offered half and more on my account 
that I might be his chief Shepherd, and 
manager of all his rural affairs. The' plan 
misgave. Mr. Boyd overbid him and became 
the purchaser, <« which Sir Walter was bo 
vexed on my account, I having kept myself 
out of a place, depending upon his, that he 
actually engaged me to Lord Porchesler, as 
his chief Shepherd, where I was to have a 
handsome bouse, a good horse, a small peQ- 
dicle, rent free, and twenty pounds a year. 
I approved of the conditions as more than I 
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expected or was entitled to, only^ej^ were 
given with this proviso, that, " I was to put 
my poetical talent under lock and key for- 
ever!" I have the letter. Does anybody 
tl^ink Sir Walter was right there ? I can't 
believe it, and I am sure my friend the 
present Lord Porchester, would have been 
the last man to have exacted such a stipula- 
tion. I spurned the terms, and refused to 
implement the bargain. This is the circum- 
stance alluded to in the dueen's Wake, as a 
reflection on Walter the Abbot, which I think 
it proper to copy here, to save researches for 
an extract, where it may be impossible to 
find it. It alludes to the magic harp of 
Ettrick banks, and Yarrow braes. 

** The day arriTed, blest be the day ; 
Walter the Abbot came that way. 
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The aocred relic met hit new, 

Ahi well iha plodgB of hciiven he knew! 

He screwed the chorda, ho tried b strain, 

'Twas wild — he tuned and tried ngBin. 

Then pour'd the numbers, bold and free. 

The andeot magic melody. 

The losd WHS chann'd to list his lays. 

It knew the harp of ancient days. 

The Border Chiefs, that long Lad been 

[n sepulchres, unhsarsed and green, 

Pass'd trom their mouldy vaults away 

In armour red and stera airziy. 

And by thoir moonlight hsJIs were seen, 

la vizur, Jiolui, and hahcrgooi^ 

Even &irie> sought our land again. 

So powerful was tlie magic strain. 

Blest be his generous heart, for ay. 
He told me where the relic lay, 
Pointed my way with ready will 
A&r on Ettrick's wildest hill ; 
Watchy my first notes wiA curious eye. 
And wonderM nt my minstrelsy. 
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He litS) in^eefied a parent's tongne 
Such strtifns had o'er my eradle sung! 
O, could the bard I loved so long 
Reprove my fond aspiring song? 
Or could his tongue of candour say 
That I should throw my harp away ; 
Just when her notes began with skill 
To sound beneath the Southern hill, 
And twine around my bosom's core. 
How could we part for evermore? 
'Twas kindness all, — I cannot blame, 
For bootless is the minstrel flame. 
But sure a bard might well have known 
Another's feeUngs by his own ! 

CtuEBN'8 Wake. 6th ediL p, 336-^. 

'4, I never knew any gentleman so shy and 
chary of his name and interest as Sir Walter 
was, and though I know Allan Cunningham 
and Captain J. G. Burns wiU not join me in 
this, '^ Let every man roose the f6rd as be 
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finds it." He never would do any thing for me 
in that, save by the honour of his undevjat- 
ing fiiendship and genuine good advices, both 
F of which were of great value to me, insuring 

f^' • me a welcome among all the genteel com- 

pany of the kingdom, and the other tend- 
ing greatly to guide my path in a sphere ^m 
with which I was entirely unacquainted, and ^H 

i these I set a high value on. But he would ^H 

never bring me forward in any way but the ^H 
eborteet literary remark in any periodicaJ. ^H 
Never would review any of my works, al- 
though he once promised to do it. No, he 
' did not promise ; he only said before several 

friends, to whom he bad been speaking very 
highly of the work, that he was thinking of 
doing it. Bui seemg, I suppose, thai the 
poem did not take ao well as he had anti- 
dpoted, he never accomplished his kind 
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intent. I asked him, the Mowing yeax^ 
why be had not fiilfiUed his promise to me. 

"Why the truth is, Hogg," said he, 
^' thai I began the thing, and took a number 
of notes^ marking extracts, but I found, that, 
to give a proper view of your poetical pro- 
gress and character, I was under the neces- 
sity ot beginning %ith the ballads, and 
following through The Wake and all the 
rest, and, upon the whde, I felt that we 
were so much of the same school, thajt, if I 
had said of you as I wkhed to say, I would 
have been thought by the world to ht Hjpt^, 
plauding myself." 

I cannot tver that these were Sir^Wal- 

ter's very words, but they were precisely W 

that purport. But I, Uke other di&«tppointed 

men, not being by half satisfied with the 

* ans^r, said, ** Dear Sir liTalter, ye can never 
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suppose that I belang to your school o' chi- 
valry ? Ye are the kiDg o' that school, but 
I'm the king o' the mountain and fiiiry 
school, which is a far higher ane nor yours." 

He rather hung down his brows, and 
said, "The higher the attempt to ascend, the 
greater might be the fall ; " and changed ll^ 
subject, by quoting the saying of some ol^ 
English Baronet in a fox-chase. 

He paid two high complimenu to me, 
without knowing of either, and although 
some other persoft should have related these 
ndbec th^ jne, I camiot refiain from it. 
One of them was derogatory to himself too, 
a thing vbicb a young poet is not very apt 
-t|> pobltah; He was, he said, quarter-ma^er 
lo tht ' ESiuburgh gentlemen-cavalry, and 
comjM«ed a song for the corps, got a Mend to 
learn it and sing j^ at the mess, but it did 
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not take very well. At length a Mr. Robert- 
son got up and said, <* Come, come, that's but 
a drool of a song. Let us have Donald 
McDonald." On which Donald McDonald 
was struck up, and was joined in with such 
glee that all tfie Mess got up, joined hands, 
ejfiA ' danced round the table, and, added 
^|cott, '^ I joined the ring too and danced as 
well as, I could, and there were four chaps, 
all of the clan Donachie, who got so elevated 
that 'they got upon th^ top of the ta))le smd 
danced a highland reel to th^^ng.''^ He did 
not know it wasrHSme unt9?^Vte^h»;l^l|j|.^ 
told the anecdote, when I said, " Dear man, 
that Bang's mine, and was! widUtti wff, or 
seven years bygane. I wonder, ye didna4teii^ 
that." * •' '"^ 






There was another day, as we were ifidk- 
ing round the north sidA^jof St. Andrew's 
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Square, to call on Sir C. Sbarpe in York 
Place, he aaid to rae, laughing very heartily, 
" I foQud Ballantyne in a fine quandary yes- 
terday, aa I called on leaving the FailiameDt- 
house. He was standing behind hia desk, 
actually staring, and his mouth quite open. 
' i am glad you have come in, Mr. Scott,' said 
he, ' U) tell me if you think I am in my right 
aeoaes, to-day, or that I am in a dream ? ' 
' 0, it is quite manifest, from the question, 
that you are not in your right senses ! ' aaid 
I, ' what, is the iftatler '/ ' ' Here is a poem 
slnt roe by Mr. Gillies, to publish in a work 
of hia,' said he, ' It is in his own hand- 
writinf, and the gradation of the aacent is so 
regular and well-managed, that I am bound 
to believe it is his. Well, before you came 
in, r read and read on, in these two proofs, 
until at last I said to myself, Good Lord, is 
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this the poetry of Mr. Gillies that I am read- 
ing ? I must be asleep and dreamiog. And 
then I bit my little finger, to prove if I was 
not asleep, and I thought I was not. But 
sit down and judge for yourself.' 

^^ So James read the poem to me from be- 
ginning to end," continued he, ^^ and then 
said, ^ Now, what think you of this?' * The 
only thing that I can say,' said I, ' is, that the 
former part of the ppem is very like the 

writing of a eupuch, and the latter part like 

* • 

that of a man. The style Is altogether un- 

known to me, but Mr. Gillies' it cannot, he.^' 

I was sorry I durst not inform him it was 

mine, for it had been previously agreed be- 

tween Mr. Gillies and me, that no one shoibld 

know. It was a blank verse poem, but I 

have entirely forgotten what it was about ; 



the latter half only was mine. 
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" ' So you Bay that the poetry ia not the 
compositioQ of tAr. Gillies?' said James. 

" ' Yee, I do, positively. Tlie thing w ^H 
imposeible.' , 1 

" ' Well, sir; I can lake your word for 
that ; and I have noi lost my senses, nor am 
I dreaming at all.' " ^H 

There was one day that I met with faim ^| 
on the North Bridge, on his return from the 
Court of Session, when he took my arm, 
and said, " Come along with me, Hogg, -^H 
I want to introduce you to a real hrownie, 
one who does a great deal of work for me, for 
which I am paid rather liberally." I accom- 
panied him in one of the register oflSces, 
where a good-looking, little, spruce fellow, his 
deputy clerk, I suppose, produced papers, 
bunch after bunch,to the amount of some hun- 
dreds, all of which he signed with W. Scott, 
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laughing and chatting with me all the while. 
We then took a walk round the Calton Hill, 
till dinner time, when I went home with 
him and met Ballantyne and Terry. I 
think it was on that day, for it was during a 
walk round the Calton Hill, and I never en- 
joyed that pleasure with him but twice in 
my life, that we were discussing the merllls of 
Us several poems. The Lady of the Lake 
had had an unprecedented run previous to 
that, and as it was really my favourite, I was 
extolling it highly, assured that I was going 
on safe ground, but I found that he preferred 
Marmion, and said something to the follow- 
ing effect. That the Lady of the Lake would 
always be the fiiyourite with ladies and p^ 
pie who read merely for amusement, but that 
Marmion would have the preference by real 
judges of poetry. I have heard people of 
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the 6rsl discernment expren ibe aame 
opinion since. For me, I think in the Lady 
OF THE La^ke, he reached his acme in poelrj- ; 
for, in fact, the whole both of hia poetry 
and proae liave always appeared to me, as 
two splendid arches, of which the Lady of 
the Lake is the key-atone of the one, and 
Guy Mannering and Old Mortality the joint 
key-Btones of the other. I should like veiy 
well to write a review of his whole worke, 
but that is quite out of my way at presenL 

The only other walk that I ever got 
with him round the Gallon Hill was Beveral 
years subsequent to that. At that time I did 
not believe that he was the autiioc of the cele- 
brated novels, for Johny Ballantyne had 
foiily sworn me out of my original fixed 
belief, so I b^an about them very freely, and 
he did the same, laughing heartily at some 
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of the jokes, ^d often standing still and sit- 
ting down, and telling me where he thought 
the author had succeeded best and where 
least, and there were some places where he 
did not scruple to say he had failed alto- 
gether. He never tried to defend any pas- 
sage when it was attacked, but generally ^^ 
laughed at the remarks. -'I 

There cannot be a better trait of Sir 
Walter's character than this, that all who 
knew him intimately, loved him ; nay, many 
of them almost worshipped him. The affec- 
tion and subservience of the two Messrs. 
Ballantyne far surpassed description. They 
were entrusted with all his secrets, and all 
his transactions, and faithful to the last, and 
I know, that had he taken some most serious 
advices which James gave him, he never 

would have been involved as he was. In 
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tf Janies he always reposed the moet implicit 
jl^onfidence. John be likewise trusted wilh 
every thing, and loved him as a wayward 
'* brother, but he often broke a joke at hia ex- 
pense. There was one day, I was telling 
the Slierriff some great secret about the 
author of a certain work or article, I have 
quite forgot what it was, when be said, " 1 
floapect you aie widely misinformed there, 
Sir. Hogg, for I think I know the author to 
^Hm a very difTfarcnt person." 

" Na, na, Mr. Scott, you are clean 
wrang," said I, "for Johny BaSantyoe 
tauld me, an' be coudna but ken." , 

" Ay, but ye should bae aecertaioed 
whether it was leeiog Johny or true Jcdiny 
who told you that, before you avouched it ; 
for they are two as diflerent persona aa exist 
<» the face of the earth," said he. " Hod 
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James tdd you so, you n^ht hav« averred 'h 
it, for James never diverges from Um right- 
forward truth." As Mr. Southey ODce told 
me the very same thing, I think I am at 
liberty to publish the sentiment^ of two such 

eminent inen, of the amiable deceased. 

» 
James was a man of pomp and circumstance, 

« 

but he had a good and affectionate heart. It 
was too good and too kind for this world, and 
the loss first of his lady, and then of hb 
great patron and friend, broke'lt, and he fd^; 
lowed J&im instantly to the land of forgetful- 
ne88<'''''Row strange it is that all connected 
with ^ those celebrated novels have been 
hunted off th^ stage of time as it were to- 
gether ! The publisher, the author, the two 
printers, and, last of all, the corrector of the 
press, the honest and indefatigable Danid 
M'Corkindale, — all gone! and none to tell 
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the secrets of that faithful and devoted little ] 
comanmity. 

There was no inan knew Scott so well i 
as James Ballantyne, and 1 certainly never I 
knew a man adtnire and revere a friend and j 
patron so much. If any person ventured to I 
compare other modern productions with those I 

I of Scott, helsUired wilJi aslonishmeot, and] 
took it as a personal insult to hiiuself. [Tbere J 
was one time, that, in my usual rosb, for- 
ward way, I said, that Miss Perrier'a novels J 
were better than Sir Widter's. James drew*! 
himself up; I wi^h any reader of this bad.1 
seen his looks oS utter astonishment, for he I 
waa always a sort of actor, James, " What.4 
do I hear ? what do I hear f " cried he, witlbfl 
prodigious emphasis, "is it possible that I ] 
hear, sir, such a aentiment drop from your ' 
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lips? " I was obliged to biu* «iW a4itl^ing^t !>* 

^•. • . "^ '. .. * 

and runaway. , <;»/.'-*.* 

Sir Titter's attlidMd ap^ de^p^ Iriendf 
were without number, but William 
and James Ballantyne weitiBt ^pnstant' 
daily associates. It is a fiij that Ballantyne 
had not left a written character of him, for 
he could and would have done him jiriHtef ; 
But the intensdng part of their corres> 
pondence will soon all come to light in Lock- 
hart's life of his illustrious &ther-in-]aw. He 
was the only one I ever knew whom no 
man, either poor or rich, held at ill-wilL 
I was the only exception fliyself, that^^ever 
came to my knowledge, but tSat was otif 
for a short season, and all the while it never 
lessened his interest m my wd&re. I found 
diat he went uniformly on one system. If he 
eould do good to any one, he would do it, but 
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he would do barm to no num. He never 
resented a literary attack, however virulent, 
of which there were some at first, but always 
laughed at them. This showed a superiority 
of mind and f reatness of soul which no other 
youn^ author is capable of. He never retaliat- 
ed, but trusted to his genius to overcome all, 
nnd it was not on a bruised reed that he leaned. 
Although so shy of his name and Uterary 
assistance, which, indeed, he would not grant 
to any one, on any account, save to Lockhart, 
yet to poor men of literary merit, his purae- 
strings were always open, as &r aa it was in 
his power to assist them. I actually knew 
several unsuccessful authors who for years de- 
pended on his bounty for their daily bread. 
And then there was a delicacy in his way of do- 
il^it, which was quite admirable. He gave 
them some old papers or old ballads to copy 
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for him, pretending to be greatif interested in 
them, for which he sent them a ^pply every 
week, making them believe that they were 
reaping the genuine fruit of their owa 
labours. 

There was one day, when I was chatting 
vdth BaUantyne in his office, where 1 wasV^ 
generally a daily visitor, as well as my iUui^ 
trious friend, I chanced^ to say, that I never 
in my life knew a man like Scott, for that I 
knew to a certainty, he iras at that time, 
feeling himself a successful author, lending 
pecuniary assistance to very many unsuccess- 
ful ones, and the best thihg of all, be never 
let his left hand know, what his right hand 
was doing. 

Ballantyne's face glowed with delight and 
the tear stood in his eye, " You never tv#t 
more right in your life," said he, " you never 
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were more right in your life ! and I am glad 
that you know and so duly appreciate the 
merits of our noble, our invaluable friend. 
Look here," and with that he turned up hts 
^day-book, and added, " some word it seems 
had reached Scott, that Malurin, the Irish poet, 
was tying in prison for a small debt, and here 
have I, by Mr. ScoU's ordera, been obliged to 
transmit him a bill of exchange for sixty 
pounds, and Maturin is never to know from 
whom or whence it came." I have said it 
oft, and now say it again for the last time, 
that those who knew Scott only from the few 
hundreds, or I might say, hundreds of thou- 
sands of volumea to which he has given birth 
and circulation through the world, knew only 
one-half of the man and that not the best 
half either. Aa a friend, he was some- 
times stem, but always candid and sincere, 
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and I always found his counsels bf the high- 
est value, if I could have followed them. I 
was indebted tq him for the most happy and 
splendid piece ^if humorous ballad poetry 
which I ever wrote. He said to me one day, 
after dinner, " It was but very lately, Mr. 
Hogg, that I was drawn by our friend Kirk- 
patrick Sharpe to note the merits of your bal- 
lad. The Witch of Fife. There never was 
such a thing written for genuine and ludi- 
crous humour, but why in the name^f won- 
der did you suffer the gude auld man to be 
burnt skin and bone by the English at Car- 
lisle? (for, in the first and second editions, 
that was the issue.) I never saw a piece of 
such bad taste in all my Ufe. What had the 
poor old carl done to deserve such a fate? 
Only taken a drappy o' drink too much, at 

another man's expense; which you and I 
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done often. It is a finale whicli I can- 

xar, and you must bring off the old 

, by BOine means or other, no matter 

extravagant or ridicubua in such a 

d as yours ; but by all means bring off 

ine old fellow, for the present termination 

ballad is one which 1 cannot brook," 

t home, and certainly broug'ht off ibc 

lan with flying colours, which is by far 

It part of the ballad. I never adopted 

a sugg^tion of hia, either in prose or rase, 

which did not improve the subject. He 

knew mankind well. He knew the way to 

the human heart, and he certainly had the 

art of leading the taete of an empirfl, I' may 

say, of a world, above all pien tt)At ever 

existed. As long as Slf' W^ter Scott wrote 

poMry, there was Qpitlfer man nor woman 

ever thought of either reading or writing any 
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thing but poetry. But the instant that he . 

gave over writing poetry, there was neithei^ 
man nor woman ever read it more ! All 
turned to tales and novels, which I, among 
others, was reluctantly oUiged to do. Yes, I. 
was obliged, from the tide, the irresistible 
current that followed him, to forego the talent 

which God bifid given me at my birth, and 

* * • . ' i, ■ 

enter into a new sphere with which I hiA, ; * ^ 

no acquaintai^ce. The world of imagination 

'^^ ■ » *' 

had been opened wide to me, but the world 

• ' * 

of real life I knew nothing of. Sir Walter 

knew it, in all its shades and gradations, and 

. could -appreciate any angular character at 

once. lie ha4^a i^iear nead, as well as a 

benevolJMii faeart^vJiirM^ > i<|gD«d maiu; an 

■■■' * ■ • ' ' ^ ,'"-'■'* /*"* ■•"" ^ ■* '< 
anxieusly kind' hufttaiiHi; an^Q^iilgent;!!^- 

rent ; and a sincere, forgiving friend ; a fost * 

judge, and a puoetual oorreapondent I be« 
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lieve that he answered every leller sent to 
htm, either from rich or poor, and generally 
not very shortly. Such fa the man we have 
loet, and such a man we shall never i 
again. He was truly an extraordinary man ; 
— the greatest man in the world. What are 
kings or emperors compared with hiniT j 
Dust and sand ! And, unlesa wbeu cod- 
oectcd with literary men, the greater part of 
their names either not remembered at all, ot 
only remembered with detestation. But here 
19 a name, which, next to that of William 
Shakspeare, will descend with rapt admira- 
tion to all the ages of futurity. And fa it not 
a proud boast for an old shepherd, that, for 
thirty years, he could call thfa man friend, 
and associate with himn'every day and hour 
that he chose ? 

Yes, it fa my proudest boast. Sir Walter 
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sought me out in the wilderness, and attach- 
ed hin)pelf to me before I had ever seen 
him, although I took cross fits with him, his 
interest in me never subsided for one day or 
one moment. He never scrupled to let me 
know that I behoved to depend entirely on 
myself for my success in life, but at the same 
time, always assured me that I had talents- to 
ensure that success, if properly applied and 
not suf&ned to run to waste. I was always 
received in his lu)use like a brother, ^^md 
he visited . me on the same feimiliar footing. 
I never went into the inner house of Parlia- 
ment^ where he sat, on which he did not rise ^ ^ ^ 
and come to me, and conduct i me to a seat 
in some comer of the outer: iiouse/ where he 
woMld 8k with me two ocfhree mmutee. 
I ii^ sorry to think that (any of his relaticns ^. 



should- enterUoB 'an idea thai Sir Walter im* 
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dervalued me, for of all ineo I ever met with, 
not excepting the noblemen aad gentlemen 
in London, there never wae a geullemaa pak) 
more deference to me than Sir Waller ; and 
altbough many of my anecdotes are homely 
and common-piace ones, I am sure there is 
not a. man m Scotland who appreciates his 
value more highly or reveres bis memory 
more. 

With legard to his family, I have not 
much Bay, for I know but little. Sophia was 
a baby, when I first visited him, about two 
or tliree months old, and I have vatched her 
progress ever since. By the time she had 
paseed beyond the years of infancy, I per- 
ceived that she waa formed to be the darling 
of such a father's heart, and so it proved. 
She was a pure child of nature, without the 
smallest particle of sophistication in her 
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whole composition. And then, she loved her 
father so. O ! how dearly she loved him ! 
I shall never forget the looks of affection that 
she would throw up to him as he stood lean- 
ing on his crutch, and hanging over her at 
the harp, as she chaunted to him his favourite 
old Border Ballads, or his own wild Highland 
gatherings. Whenever he came into a room 
where she was, her countenance altered, and 
she often could not refrain from involuntary 
laughter. She is long ago a wife and 
mother herself, but I am certain she will 
always cherish the memory of the most affec- 
tionate of fathers. 

Walter is a fine manly, gentlemanly fel- 
low, without pride or affectation, but without 
the least sp&rk of his father's genius that I 
ever could discern, and for all the literary com- 
pany that he mixed with daily in his youth. 
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lie seemed always to bold literature, and 
poetry in particular, in very low estimatioii. 
He was terribly cast down at bia father's 
death. I never saw a face of such misery 
and dejection, and though I liked to see it, 
yet I could not help shedding tears on con- 
templating hia features, thinking of the jewel 
that had fallen from his crown. 

I always considered Anne, as the cleverest 
of the family ; shrewd, sensible, and discern- 
ing, but I believe a little of a satirist, for I 
- know that when a mere girl, her associates 
were terrified for her. Charles is a queer 
chap, and will either make a spoon or spoil 
a good hom. 

Of Lockhart's genius and capabilities, 
Sir Walter always spoke with' the greatest 
enthusictsm, more than I thought he deserr- 
ed, Iot I knew him a great deal beUer than 
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Sir Walter did, and whatever Lockhart uiay 
pretend, I knew Sir Walter a thousand times 
better than he did. There is no man now 
living who knew Scott's character so tho- 
roughly in all its bearings as William Laid- 
law did. He was his land steward, his 
amanuensis, and managed the whole of his 
rural concerns and improvements, for the 
period of twenty years, and sorry am I tldit 
the present Sir Walter did not find it meet 
to keep Laidlaw on the estate, for without 
him, that dear-bought and classical property 
will be like a carcase without a head. Laid- 
law's head made it. He knows the value of 
every acre of land on it to a tithe, and of 
«very tree in the forest, with the characters 
of all the neighbours and retainers. He was 
to be sure a subordinate, but Sir Walter 
always treated him as a friend, inviting Mrs. 
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Laidlaw and him down to every party where 
ihere was any body he thought Laidlaw 
would like to meet, and Sii Walter called on 
Mrs. Laidlaw once or twice every day when 
he was ia the country. I have Been hiia 
often pop In to his hreakfast and take his saU 
herring and tea with us there, with as much 
ease and good humour, as if he bad come 
into bia brothel's house. He once said to 
me as we were walking out about Abbotslee, 
and I was bo much interested in the speech 
that I am sure I can indite it word by word, 
for liSidlaw waa one of my earliest and dear- 
est friends. 

" Was it not an extraordinary chance for me 
that threw Laidlaw into my bands ? Without 
Laidiaw's bead I could have done nothing, 
and to him alone I am indebted for all these 
imj^ovements. I navoi fimad a mind so 
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inexhaustible as Laidlaw's. I have liket 
with many of the greatest men of our coun- 
try, but uniformly found, that, after sounding 
them on one or two subjects, there their in- 
formation terminated. But with the worst of > 
all manners of expression, Laidlaw's mmd is 
inexhaustible. Its resources seem to be wi^- .^^ 
out end. Every day, every hour, he has 
something new, either of theory or experi- 
m^^ and he sometmiMfi abuses me like a 
tinh^t^^cause I refuse to follow up bis in- 
sinuations." . .. 

* 

Another day he said to me, " You know 
I recommended your friend Laidlaw, last 
year to Lord Mansfield as his factor, but was 
obliged to withdraw my recommendation and 
give his lordship a hint to relinquish his 
choice. For in the first place I was afraid 
that Laidlaw's precarious health might unfit 
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hitn for auch a reeponsible sittialion ; and 
more than that, 1 found that ] could not 
live without him, and was obliged, tnaugre 
all misfortunes, to replace liiiii in hist old aitua- 
tioa." 1 therefore wish, from my heart and 
^^* soul, that matters could have l)een so arrang- 
ed, that Laidlaw should not have been separ 
rated from Abbotsford; for though my owa 
brother has lon^ had and still has a high 
responsibitity as Shepherd and superintendent 
of the enclosures, 1 cannot see how the man- 
agement of the estate can go on without 
Laidlaw. Under the law agents it will both 
cost more and go to ruin, and I say again, 
without Laidlaw, that grand classical estate 
is a carcase without a head. 

Whenever Sir Walter spoke of cither of 
his two sons, which he frequently did, it was 
always in a jocular way, to raise a laugh at 
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their expense. His description of Walter, 
when he led in Mrs. Lockhart a bride, with 
his false mustachios and whiskers, was a 
source of endless amusement to him. He 
was likewise wont often to quote some of 
Charles's wise sayings, which, in the way that 
he told them, never failed to set the table in 
a roar of laughter. 

Slir Walter had his caprices like other 
men, and when in poor health was particu- 
larly cross, but I always found his heart in 
the right place, and that he had all the 
native feelings and generosity of a man of 
true genius. I am ashamed to confess that 
his feelings for individual misfortune, were 
far more intense than my own. There was 
one day that I went in to breakfast with 
him as usual, when he said to me with eyes 

. ' 20 
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ly Staring, "Good Heavea! Hogg, have 
»rd what has happened ?" 
la, na that I ken o', what is it that ye 
to, Mr. Scotl?" 
"Thai our poor 1 Irving has cut 

oat last night or tt morning, and is 

, ay ! I heard o' tlia ," said I, with a 
c I that dispIeaEed hiot "But I never 

h L, for the truth ia ihat Irving wcis 

joost like the Eoglishnaan'a fiddle ; the waisi 
fault ihai he had, he was useless. Irving 
could never have done any good either for 
himself, his family, or any other leevia' crea- 

" I don't know, Mr. Hogg, what ihat poor 
fellow might have done, with encouragemeni. 
This you must at least acknowledge, that if 
he did not write genuine poetry, he came 
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the nearest to it of any man that ever failed." 
These were Sir Walter's very words, and I 
record them in memory of the hapless victim 
of despair and disappointed literary ambition. 
He farther added, " For me, his melancholy 
fate has impressed me so deeply, and derang- 
ed me so much, that it will be long before 
I. can attend to anything n^fin" 

He abhorred all sorts of low vices and 
blackguardism with a perfect detestation. 
There was one Sunday when he was riding 
down Yarrow, in his carriage, attended by 
several gentlemen on horseback, and I being 
among them went up to the carriage door, 
and he being our Sheriff, I stated to him 
with the deepest concern that there was at 
that moment a cry of murder from the 
Broadmeadows wood, and that Will Wather- 
fiton was murdering Davie Brunton. ^' Never 
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yaa regard that, Hogg," said he, with n 
a stem air, end without a smile od hie c 
tenuicfl. "If Will Watherston mu 
Davie Branton, and be hanged for the crinio, 
it ia the best thing that can befal to the 
parish — drive on, Peter." 

He was no great favourer of sects, and 
eeldom or never went to church. He was a 
complete and finished aristocrat, and the 
prosperity of the slate was his great concern, 
which prosperity he deemed lost unless both 
example and precept flowed by regular gra- 
dation from the highest to the lowest. He 
dreaded religion as a machine by which the 
good government of the country might be 
deranged, if not uprooted. There was one 
evening when he and Marrit of Kokeby, 
some of the Fergusons, and I, were sitting 
over our wine, that he said, " There is noth- 
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ing that I dread so much as a very religious 
woman ; she is not only a dangerous person, 
but a perfect shower-bath on all social con- 
viviality. The enthusiasm of our Scottish 
ladies .has now grown to such a height that 
I am almost certain it will lead to some 
dangerous revolution in the state. And then, 
to try to check it, Would only make the evil 
worse. If you ever choose a wife, Hogg, for 
goodness' sake, as you value your own hap- 
piness, don't choose a very religious one." 

He had a settled impression on his mind 
that a revolution was impending over this 
country, even worse than we have experi- 
enced, and he was always keeping a sharp 
look-out on the progress of enthusiasm in re- 
ligion, as a dangerous neighbour. There 
was one day, that be and Laidlaw were 

walking in the garden at Abbotsford, during 
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the time that the wealem porti(Si of ijie man- 
eioQ-house was building. The archhect'a 
name, 1 think, was Mr, Patersoo. 

" "Well, do you know, Loidlaw " said Scott, 
" that 1 think Patersoa one of the best-na- 
tured, shrewd sensible fellows, that I ever 
met with. I am quite delighted with him, 
for he is a fund of continual amusement to 
me. If you heard but how I torment him ! 
I attack him every day on the fundamental 
principles of his own art. I take a. position 
which I know lo be false, and persist in 
maintaining it, and it is truly amazing with 
what good sense and good nature he sup- 
ports his principles. 1 really like Paterson 
exceedingly." 

" O he's verra fine fellow," said Laidlaw. 
" An extraordinar fine fellow, an' has a great 
deal o' comings an' ganging^ in him. But 
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dinna yi^ tbitik, . Mr. Scott, that it's a great 
fky Tie should hae been a preacher?" p 
" A preacher ? " said Scottj^^etaring at him ; 
^^Qoddl^ri! what do you mean?" >, 

,, "Aha! It's a' ^e ken about it!" said 
Laidlaw. "I assure you, he's a preacher, an' 
a capital jpteacher too. He's reckoned the 
best baptist preachy in a' Galashiels, an' 
preaches every Sunday to a great commu- 
nity o* low kind o' folks." 

On hearing this, Sir Walter, (then Mr. 
Scott,) wheeled about and belted off with a v^ 
swiftness Laidlaw had never seen him exer- 
cise before ; exclaiming vehemently to him- 
self, "Preaches! D him!" From 

that time forth, his delightful colloquies with 

Mr. Paterson ceased. *•* 

There was another time at Abbotsford, 
when some of the Sutherland family, (for I 
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don't remember ihe English title,) and many 
others were there, that we were talking at 
the Earl of Buchan'8 ornanienlal improve- 
menu at Dryburgh, and among other thing-e. 
of the colloaaal statue of Wallace, which I 
rather liked nnd admired, but which Sir Wal- 
ler perfectly abhorred, he said these very 
words. " If I live to see the day when the 
men of Scotland, like the children of Israel, 
shall every one do that which is right in his 
own eyes, which 1 am certain either I or 
my immediate successors will see, I have 
settled in my own mind long ago what I 
shall do first. I'll go down and blow up 
the statue of Wallace with gun-powder. Yes, 
I shall blow it up in such style, that there 
shall not be one fragment of it lefl ! the horri- 
ble monster ! " He had a great veneration 
for the character of Sir William Wallace, 
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and I have often heard hira eulogise it. He 
said to me one morning long ajgo, when 
Miss Porter's work, 7%e Scottish Chiefs, 
first appeared, "I am grieved about this 
work of Miss Porter! I cannot describe to 
you how much I am disappointed, I wished 
to think so well of it ; and I do think highly 
of it as a work of genius. But, Lord help 
her ! Her Wallace is no more our Wallace, 
than Lord Peter is, or King Henry's messen- 
ger to Percy Hotspur. It is not safe med- 
dling with the hero of a country, and, of all 
others, I cannot bear to see the character of 
Wallace frittered away to that of a fine gen- 
tleman." 

Sit Walter was the best formed man 1 
ever saw, and, laying his weak limb out of 
the question, a perfect model of a man for 
gigantic strength. The muscles of his arms 
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were prodigious. I retnembcr of one day 
long ago, I think il was at some national 
dinner in Oman's Hotel, thai at a certain 
lime of the night, a nuTiiber of the young 
heroes differed prodigiously with regard to 
their various degrees of muscular strength. 
A general measurement took place around 
the shoulders and cbeet, and I, as a particular 
judge in these matters, was fixed on as the 
measurer and umpire. Scott, who never 
threw cold water on any fiin, submitted 
to be measured with the rest. He measured 
most round the chest, and to their great 
chagrin, I was next to him, and very little 
shorL But when I came to examine the 
arms ! Sir Walter's had double tlie muscular 
power of mine, and very nearly so of every 
man's who waa there. I declare, that froni 
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the elbow to the shoulder, they felt as if he 
had the strength of an ox. 

There was a gentleman once told me thai 
he walked into Sir Walter's house, in Castle- 
street, just as the footman was showing 
another gentleman out, and that, being an 
intimate acquaintance, he walked straight 
into Sir Walter's study, where he found him 
stripped, with his shirt sleeves rolled up to 
his shoulders, and his face very red. " Good 
Heaven, Scott, what is the matter?" said the 
intruder. " Pray, may I ask an explana- 
tion of this ? " ^' Why, the truth is, that I 
have just been giving your friend, Mr. Mar- 
tin, a complete drubbing," said Scott laugh- 
ing. " The scoundrel dared me to touch 
him but with one of my fingers ; but if I 
have not given him a thorough basting, he 
knows himself. He is the most impudent 







and arrant knave I ever knew. But 1 tliiuk 
it will be a while before he attempu to im- 
pose again upon me" This Mr. Mariin, 
the gentleman said, waa some great picture 
dealer, But as I never heard Sir Walter 
raentioit the feat in hiu houra of hilarity, I 
am rather disposed to discredit the atory. 
He was always so reasonable and ao prudent, 
that I hardly think he would fall on and 
baate even a knavish picture dealer tHack and 
blue, in hia own study. The gentleman 
who tuld me this is alive, and will, and may 
answer for himself in this matter. 

Sir Walter in his study, and in his seat in 
the Parliament house, had rather a dull, 
heavy appearance, but in company, his 
countenance was always lighted up, and 
Chantrey has given the likeness of hini there 
precisely. In his family he was kind, con- 
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descending and attentive, but highly impera- 
tive. No one of them durst for a mom^it 
disobey his orders, and if he began to hang 
down his eyebrows, a single hint was 
enough. In every feature of his face deci- 
sion was strongly marked. He was exactly 
what I conceive an old Border Baron to 
have been, with his green jacket, his Uue v «j^ 

bonnet, his snow-white locks, muscular fratne, 
and shaggy eyebrows. 

He was said to be a very careless com- 
poser, yet I have seen a great number of 
his manuscripts, corrected and enlarged on 
the white page which he alternately left, a 
plan which I never tried in my life. He 
once undertook to correct the press for a work 
of . mine, « The Three Perils of Women," 
when I was living in the country, and when 

I gave the manuscript to Ballantyne, I said, 
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" Now you must eend the proo6 to Sir Wal- 
ter, he is to correct tbem for me." 

"He correct them for you!" exclaimed 
Ballaatyne, " Lord help you and him both ! 
I assure you if he had nobody to correct 
after him, there would be a bonny eoog 
through the country. He ie the moet aaa- 
less and incorrect writer that ever was bom, 
for a Toluminous and popular writer, and aa 
for sending a proof sheet to him, we may aa 
well keep it in the office. He never heeds 
it. No, no, you must trust the correction of 
the press to my men and me, I shall answer 
for them, and if I am in a difficulty at any- 
time, ni apply to Lockhart. He is a very 
diflferent man, and has the best eye for a 
coirector, of any gentleman corrector I ever 
saw. • He often eenda me an article wriUen 
ofi'-hahdhke your own, withontitheioterliDea- 
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tktt of a word, or the necessity of correot-; 
ing one afterwards. But as for Sir Walter, 
hfi will never look at either your proofs or 
his own, unless it be for a few minutes' 
amusement" 

The Whig ascendency in the British 
Cabinet killed Sir. Walter. Yes, I say and 
aver it was that which broke his heart, de- 
ranged his whole constitution, and murdered 
-faim. As I have shown before, a dread of 
revolution had long preyed on his mind ; he 
withstood it to the. ladt ; he fled from it, but 
it affected his brain, and killed him. From 
the, moment he perceived the veto of a de- 
mocracy prevailing, he lost all hope of the 
prosptrUy and ascendency of the British 
empire. He not only lost hope of the realm, 
but of every individual pertaining |o it, . as 
mjf\ la^t anecdote of him wUl sh^w, for 



though I could mulliply these anecdote.'^ and 
remarks to volumes, yet I must draw them 
to a concIiisioQ. They are trivial in the last 
degree, did they not relate to so great and 
so good a man. I have depicted him esactly 
a^ be was, as he always appeared lo me, and 
was leported by others, sod I revere hia 
memory aa that of an elder brother. 

The last time I saw hia loved and ho- 
noured face, was at the little inn on my own 
fttrm, in the autumn of 1830. He sent me 
word that he was to pass on such a day, on 
hifi way from Dumlarnrig Castle, to Abbots- 
ford, but he was sorry he could not call at 
Altrive, to see Mrs. Hog^ and the bairns, 
it being so far off the way. I accordingly 
waited at the inn, and handed him out of 
the carriage. His daughter was with hin>, 
but we left her at the inn, and walked 
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liiawly down the way at far hsMountben- 
ger-Bom. He then walked very ill indeed^ 
fx the weak timb had become aknost com- 
pletely useless, but he leaned on my shoulder 
aU the way, and did me the honour of 
saying that he never leaned on a firmer or 
a surer. 

We talked of many things, pa^, present, 
and to come, but both his memory and 
onward calculation appeared to me then to 
be considerably decayed. I cannot tell whaft 
it was, but there was something in his mon- 
neri that distressed me. He often changed 
the subjeat very abruptly, and never laughed. 
He expressed the deepest concern' for my 
wel&re and success in life, more tkian I had 
ever heard him do before, and all mixed 
with sorrow for my worldly naisfortunetL 

There is little doubt,, that his own were then 

21* 
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a<S VAMILIAH ANKCDOTEI or 

prejiBg On hia vJtaJs. He told me that 
which I ne»er knew nor soqiected before j 
that a. certain game-lreepcr, on wbom he bo- 
itowed his maJedicliona without reaerre, bad 
prejudiced my best friend, the yotii)^ Buka 
of Buccleuch, ogainBt me, by a etoiy, and 
though he himself knew it to be a mali' 
cioua and invidious tie, yet seeing his grace 
BO much irritated he durst not open his lipa 
on the subject, further than by aiying, " But 
my lord Duke, you must always remember 
that Hogg is no ordinary man, although he 
may have shot a stray moorcock." And 
then turning to me he said, "Before you 
had ventured to give any saucy language to 
a low scoundrel of an English game-keep- 
er, you should have thought of Fielding's 
tale of Black George." 

'* I never saw that tale," eaid I, " an' 
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dinna' keii ought about it. But dibver trou- 
ble yotrr head about that matter, Si> Wjater, 
for it is awthegither out o! nature for pur 
young chief to entertain ony animosity 
against me. ^The thing will never mair be 
heard of, an' the chap that tauld the lees 
on me will gang to hell, that's aye some 
comfort" 

I wanted to make him laugh, but I could 
not even make him smile. "You are still 
the old man, Hogg, careless and improvident 
as ever," said he, with a countenance as gruff 
and demure as could be. 

Before we parted I mentioned to him my 
plan of trusting an edition of my prose tales, 
in twenty volumes, to Lockhart's editing. 
He disapproved of the plan decidedly, and 
said, " I would not for any thing in the 
world, that Lockhart should enter on such a 
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respoDsibility, for Laking your raodora 'wb.j 
of writing into account, the responsibility 
would be a very heavy oae. Ay, and a 
dangerous one too ! " Then turning half 
round, leaning on his crulcli, and fixing hia 
eyes on the ground for a long space, he said, 
" You have written a great deal that might 
be made available, Hogg, with proper atten- 
tion. And I am aure that one day or other, it 
■will be made available to you or your family. 
But in my opinion, this is not the propei 
etaaon. I wish you could drive off the ex- 
periment until the affairs of the nation are 
in better keeping, for at present ail things, 
and Uterature in particular, are going sUaight 
down hill to destruction and ruin." And 
then he mumbled something to himself 
which I took to be an inward curse. I say 
again, and I am csitain. of it, that the demo- 
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eratic ascendency, and the grievous and 
shameful insults he received from the popu- 
lace of his own country, broke the heart of, 
and killed the greatest man that ever that 
country contained. 

« When I handed him into the coach that 
day, he said something to me which, in the 
confusion of parting, I forgot ; and though I 
tried to recollect the words the next minute, 
I could not, and never could again. It was 
something to the purport that it was likely it 
would be long, ere he leaned as far on my 
shoulder again, but there was an expression 
in it, conveying his affection for me, or his 
interest in me, which has escaped my memory 
forever. 

This is my last anecdote of my most 
sincere and esteemed friend. After this I 
never saw him again. I called twice at 
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AbboUiford, duriag his last illneaa, but they 
would not let me eee him, and I did not at 
all regret it, for he was then reduced to the 
Tery lowest state of weakness, to which 
poor prostrate humanity could be subjected. 
He was described to me by one who saw 
him often, as exactly in the same stale witli 
B maa moitally drunk, who could in uowieo 
Qwo or oB^ieL himself; tlie pressure of the 
abecess on tlie hra'ui having apparently the 
flUue effect as the fumee of drunkennestb^B 
He could, at abort intervals, distinguish indi- 
viduals, and pronounce a few intelligible 
words ; but these lucid glimpees were of 
short duration, the sunken eye soon ceased 
again from disdnguishing objects, and the 
powerless tongue became unable to utter s 
syllaUe, though constantly attempUng it, 
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which made the sound the^most revolting 
that can be conceived. 

I am sure heaven will bless Lockhart, for 
his attentions to the illustrious sulSerer. The 
toil and the watching that he patiently en- 
dured, one would have thought was beyond 
human nature to have stood, and yet I never 
saw him look better or healthier all the while. 
He will not miss his reward. I followed my 
friend's sacred remains to his last narrow 
house, remained the last man at the grave, 
and even then, left it with reluctance. 

Omnes eodem cogimur: omnium, 
Versatur uma, serius, ocyus 
Sors ezitura. 
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